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#.* The Editor leaves this Srzcr Correction to 
(peak for itſelf; for in this venal Age, when the Arr of 
Purrinc is reduced into a Science, the juſteſt Charac- 
ter of a Work is generally conſidered, as merely the Pro- 
auction of ſome intcreſted Bookſeller, or Hireling Scrib- 
bler. He muſt, however, allure his Reader, that num- 
berleſs Errors, which diſgrace tome other Collechions, are 
corrected in this; and that it will be found worthy the 
Peruſal of all thoſe, who have a love for Poetry, and are 
moved by * the Concord of ſweet ſounds.“ 
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Sung by Mr. VANDERMERE, in the Charadter of SKIMuIeN, 
in ihe Deterter. (See Frontilpece.) 


HOUGH to have a bout at drinking, 
When I kear the glaſſes chiaking, 
There's nothing but I'd do, or fay, 
Yet Skirmiſh nee ſhall rug away. 


For here is bis motto, and fo there's an end 
He's none of your Rlatt'rers, who fawn and ale civil; 
But for country, his bottle, hie king, or 1, f. cad, 
Liitle Skirmiſh world go halt way to the devil. 


CGN II. 


Temples with cluſters of grape: l' entwige, 
; And barter al! joys for a poblet 01 Wint ; 
In ſearch of a Venus no longer Ii! run, 


But ſtop and forget her at Bacchus s tan, 


Yet why this reſolve to relinquiſt the fair? 

Tis a folly with ſpirits like mae to deſpair; 

For what mighty cha: ms can be ound in a glaſe, 

Ii not fill'd to the health t tore favourite lats ? 
BE 
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Tis woman whoſe charms ev'ry rapture impart, 
And lend a new ſpring to the palſe of the heart; 
The miſer himſelf (fo ſupreme is her ſway) 
Crows conveit to love, and refigns her his key. 


At the ſound of her voice, Sorrow lifts up her head, 
And Poverty liſtens, well-pleas'd, from her ſhed 
While Age, in an extaſy, hobbling along, 

Beats time, with his crutch, to the tune of her ſong. 


Then bring me a geblet from Bacchu*'s hoard, 
The largeſt and deepeit that and on the board; 
fil up a brimmer, and drink to the fair, 

Tis the thir it of a lover, and pledge me who dare. 


S O N G | Wy 


HEN bick"rings bot. 
To high words got, 
Break out at gamiorum 
The flame to cool, 
My golden rule 
I: puſh about the jorum. 


With fiſt on jug, 
Coifs who can lug? 
Or ſhew me that glib ſpeaker, 
Who her red rag 
In gibes can wag, 


With her mouth full of liquor. 


8s O NG: TY. 


TY) EKOULD this fair goblet, twas carv'd fem the tree. 
Which, oh! my tweet Shakeſpeare, was planted by thee; 
As a relick I kiſ+ it, and bow at thy ſhrine, 
What comes from thy hand mult be ever divine. 
All ſhall yield to the Mulberry Tree, 
Bend to thee 
Bieſs'd Mulberry ; 
Matchleſs was he 
That planted thee, 
And thou, like him, immortal ſhait be. 


Ye trees of the foreſt, ſo rampant and high, 
Who ſpread round your branches, whoſe heads iweep the ky, 
Ye curious exotics, u hom taſte has brought here, 
To root out the natives at prices ſo dear: | 
All ſhall yield, &c. 


Ihe 
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The oak is held royal, i Britain's great boaſt, 


Preſerv'd once our King, and will alway: cur coalt : 
Of the fir we make ſhips ; there are thoutands that fight, 
But one, only one, like our Shaketpearc can write. 

All hall yield, &c. 


Let Venus delight in ker gay myrtle bowr's, 

Pomona in fruit-trees, and Flora in flow'rs ; 

The Garden of Shaketpeare all fancies will ſuit, 

With the tweetelt ot flow'ts, and the fairelt of txult. 
All thall yield, &. 


With learning and knowledge the well letter'd birch 
Supplies Law and Phylic, and Grace tur the Church z 
But Law and the Gotpel in Shaketpeare we fad, 
He gives the beſt Phy lic tor body and Mind. 

All hall yicld &c. | 
The fame of the patron gives fame to the tree; 
From him and his merit: this takes its degree : 
Give Phabus and Bacchus their laurel and vine, 


The tree of our Shakeipeare is ſtill more divine. 
All hall yield, &c. 


As the geaius of Shakeſpeare outſuines the bright day, 
More rapture than wine to the heart can convey 
So the tree which he planted, by making his own, 
Has the laurel and bays, and the vinc all in one. 

All thall yield &. 


Then each take a relic of this hallow'd tree, 
From fully and faſhion a charm let it de; 
Let's fill to the Planter the cup to the brim, 


To honour your country, do honour to gia. 
All ihall yield, &c. 


S ON GC V. 
ANIEH ſorro v, let's drink and be merry, boys, . 
Time flies ſwiftly, to-marrow brings care; 
It you belicve it, 
Drink'cg deceives it, 
Vine wil rcheve it, 
And drown defpair. 
The tyeets of wine are found in poſſyſſiag 
zue divine, mankind's chietelt biting p - 
"The glatze is thine, drink, there's no excels lu 
A bumper or two with a cheartel friend. 


is wine gives ſtrength when nature's exhauſted, 
Heal the ics man, 2nd Lees the ſlave; Makes 
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Makes the Riff ſtumble 
And the proud humble, 
Exalts the niggard, 
Makes cowards brave. For the ſweets, &. 


Tis wine that prompts the tim'tous lover 
Be briſk with your mittreſs, denials deſpiſe ; 
She'll cry you'll undo her, 
But be a biiſk wooer, 
Attack her, purſue her, 
You'll gain the prize. For the ſweets, Aa 


'Tis wine that banithes worltly forrow, 
Then who'd omit the pleativg taſk ? 
Since wine's ſweet fociety 

Fales anxiety, 
Damn dull fobricty 
Bring t'other flaſk. The ſweets, &. 


SON G VL 


Y the gaily-circling glaſs 
We can ſee how minutes paſs; 
y the hollow caſk are told 
How the waning night grows old, 
How the waning night grows old. 


Soon, too ſoon, the buſy day 
Drives us from our ſport and play 
What have we with day to do ? 
Sons of care, twas made for you: 
Sons of care, 'twas made for you. 


S O N G VII. 
Tune, — De Hounds are all aut. 


Ontented I am, and contented I'll be, 
For what can this world more aftord, _ 
Than a laſs who will fociably fit on my knee, 
And a cellar as ſociably ſtor'd, My brave boys. 


My vault door is open, deſcend and improve, 
That caſk, aye, that we willt:y ; 

'T'is as rich to the taſte as the lips of your love, 
And as bright as her cheeks to the eye. 


In a piece of ilit hdop, fee my candle is (tuck, 
"Twill light us eack bottle to hand: 

The foot of my glats for that purpoſe I broke, 
As | hate that 2 bumper thuuld ſand. 


Aﬀſtiy.: 


LOYAL 80N 6. 


„Aride on a butt, as a butt ſhould be ſtrod, 

| caliop the bruſher along; . 
Like grape blefling Bacchus, the good fellow's Cod, 
And a lentiment give, or along. 


We are dry where we ſit, though the oozing drops ſeern 
With pearls the moiſt walls to embeſ: , 

From the arch, mouldy cobwebs in gothic taſte ſtream 
Like ſtucco work cut out of mol:. 


When the lamp is brimfal how the taper flame ſhiges, 
Which when moiſture is wanting decays , 
Repienun the lamp of my life with rich wines, 
Or ce there's an end of my blaze. 


Sound thute pipes, they're in tune, and thoſe bins are well filo. 
V:ew that heap of Old Hock in your rear; 

Yor bottles ire Burgundy ! mark how they're pil'd, 
Line artiilery, tier Over tier. 


My <+ilar's ir:7 carp, and my ſoldiers my flags, 
Ali glor.cuily rang'd in review ; 

When [cat my eyes round | con ſidet my caiks 
As kingdoms Ive yet to {ubdue. 


Like Mac: dn"; madman my glaſs I'll enjoy, 
Detying hyp, gravel, or gout ; 
He cry'd when te had uo more worlds to deſtrov, 
I'il weep when my quot is out. 
Ou their ſtumps ſome hae tought, and as ſtcutl; will I, 
When reeling, I rolt ou the floor; 
Then my legs mul! te 10ſt, fo Fil drink as I lie, 
And dare the ect do more. 


Tis my will when I die, not a tear (hall be ſhed, 
No Hic jacet be cut oi my ſicne , 

But pour on my otan u bottle of ted, 

o 8 . 0 

Aud lay that His otiaking ie due, 


My trave boys. 
8s 0 NG VIII. 


ITH Women aud Wine I def ev'ty care, 
For litc »1thout theſe 18 @ bubble of ar; 
F vr lite without thele, Ec 
Each helping the other, in pleature I col] 
And a new flow of tpirit enl.vens in 1001; 
Each helping the other, &. 


3 Let 
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T.-tgrave ſober mortals my maxims condemn, 

I never thallalter my conduct for them 

I care not how much they my meaſures decline, 

Let them have their humour, and I will have mine. 


Wine, prudently us'd, will our ſenfcs improve, 
Tiste fpring-tide of life, and the tucl of love ; 
And Venus ne'er look'd with a [mile ſo divine, 
As when Mars bound his head with a branch from the vine. 


Then come, my dear charmer, thou nymph half divine, 
Firſt pledge me with kiſſes, next pledge me with wine 
Then giving and taking in mutual return, 
The torch of our loves thai! cternally burn. 


But ſhoul'it thou my paſſion for wine diſapprove, 
My bumper l' quit to be bleſt with thy love; 
For rather than torfcit the joys of my lats, 

My bottle [i] break, and demoi'ſh my glats. 


8 0 NO IX. 


{ that will not merry, mer be, 

With a gen'rous bowl and tualt 
May he in Bridewell be ſhut up, 
And tait bound to a polit. 

Let him be mcr:y, merry there, 
And we'll be merry, merry here; 

For v:ho can know where v.c fl. all , 
To be merry another year” 


Be that will nat merry, merry be 
And take tis glals in cour fr, 
Nia be be oblip'd to drink fraal} beer, 
With ne cr a penny 16's purle : 
Let kim be merry, merry there, &c- 
He that will not merry, merry be. 
With a comp'ny of jolly boys. 
May he be j lagu'd vath a ſcolding wite 
Ts w«niound him with her noi. | 
Let him be merry, merry td.cre, & 
He that will got merry, merry be, 
With his nuttcets in his bel; 
Let turm be bury'd in the churct-var, 
Ad me put in his ſtead, 
Let him be merry, merry there, Sc. 


SUNG 


Why that's true, by St. Paul, a child that is ſmall, 1 
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SONG XN: 


IT the ſign of the horſe, where old Spintest of cou: ſe, 
A Exch ni;zht took his pipe and his pot, 
O''er 4 jorum of nappy, quite pleaſant and happy, 
Wa. plac'd this canonical fot. 
The evening was dark, when in came the clerk, 
With reverence due and ſubmiſſion , 
Firſt ftroak'd mis cravat, then twirl'd round his hat, 
Kad bowing, prefer'd his petition : 


I'm come fir, fay s he, to beg, look d'ye fee, 
Of your reverence's worſhip and glory, , 
To inter a poor baby, with as much ſpeed 25 may be, | | 
And Fil walk with the lanthorn before you. 1 
The body we'll bury, but pray what's the hurry ? 
Why, lord ſir, the corpſe it does ſtay; 
You too, hold your peace, ſinc: miracles ceatry 
A corpſe, Motes, can't run away. 


Then Moſes te imit'd, ſay ing, fir, a {mall child, 
Cannot long delay your intentions , 


Can never enlarge its dimen{ions. 4 


Bring Moſes tome beer, and me ſome, d'ye hear, 
I hate to be call'd from my liquor , 
Tome, Moſe:, the King; it's 2 {candaluus thiag, 


Such 2 ſubject ſhouid be but @ vicar. 
Then Mole: he ipoke, fir, tis paſt twelve o'clock, | 

Beſides there's a terrible ſhower , | 9 
Why, Moſc:, you elf, ſince the clock has ftruck twelve, 

I'm ture it can never ſtrike more. --_ 


Bei des my dear friend, this leſſon attend, 


Which to lay and to wear I'll be bold, 
That a cerpſe, fnow or rain, can't endanger, that's plaia, ' 
But pertap* veu ur 1 may take cold. 


Then Motes went on, fir, the clock has ſtruck oac, 
Pray, matter look up at the haud, 1 
Why it acer can ttrike let, 'tis a folly to preſs | 
A man tor to vo tnat can't and. L 
At length hat and cloak, old Orthodox took, 
at brit cratum'd his jaw with a quid; 
Each tipt utt a gill, for fear they ſhould chill, 
Ten !tagoir'd away Luc by fide. 
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When come to the grave, the clerk he then gave, 
The ſurplice to wrap round the pricit; 

So droll was the figure of Moſes aad Vicar, 
The parith ſtill talk of the jeſt, 


Good people, let's pray, put the corps Yother way, 
Or perchaace I ſhall over it ſtumble; 

"Tis beit to take care, tho' the ſages declare, 
A mertuum caput cau't tremble. 


Woman that's born of man, that's wrong, the leaf*s torn, 
Oh ! man that's born of waman 

Can t coatinue an hour, but's cut down likea tower, 
You tee, Moſes, death fpareth no man. 


Here, Moles, pray look, what a confounded book, 
Sure the letters are turned upſide down. 

Such a ſcandalous print, fure the Devil is in't, 
That a blockhead ſhould print for the crown. 


Prithee, Mclcs, you read, tor 1 cannot proceed, 
Aud bur, the corps in my ſtead, 
[Amen, Amen.! 
Why, Moles, you're wrong, you fool hold your tongue, 
You've taken the tail for the head. 


0 where's thy lting, death ! put the corps io the eart:;, 
For believe me "tis terrible weather; | 

So tae corps was intert'd, without praying a wore, 
And awsy tuey both ſtagger'd together. 


ES: M4 XI. 


TILL, £1). 51 the glaſs, 
F Briſkly put it round; 


Joyful news at lalt. 
et the trumpet icund 


join with lofty ſtrains. 
Levely ymphs, jolly Weine, 
Feace and pleuty it ail a 24 n 
With weaith be cron nc, 
Come, com", come, ſwect peace, 
Thou molt welcome gueli ; 
Let all ditcord ceaſe, 
Harmony abound, 


K X. 


1 wenches and drigks 
| He rules the ft zu : : the ; 


Yez 
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Yet he's a fool it he thinks 
That he's as happy as L 


| Juno rates him 
And grates him, 
And leads his highneſt a weary hfc, 
I have my laſs 
And my ela, 
And {tro!l a batchelor's merry Ute. 
Let him fluſter 
| And bluſter, 
Yet cringe to his karrictan's furbella ; 
To my tair tulips 
I glew lips, 
And clink to he cangikin here below. 
Japiter wenches, Cs. 


SO N G XIII. 


OME, chear up, my lads, tis to glory we ſteer, 
To ada ſomething new to this wonderful year : 
To honour we call you, net preſs you like ſlaves, 
For who are ſo tree as we ſons of the waves? 
Heart of oak are our ſhips, heart of oak are our men; 
We always are rcady, | 
Steady, boys, ſteady , 
We'll fight and we'll conquer again and again. 


We ne'er ſee our foes, but we with them to ſtay ; 

They never ſce us, but they wiſh us away: 

It they run why we follow, and drive them aſhore 3 

Tor if they woa't fight us, we cannot do more. 
Heart ot oak, &c. 


| £ 
They ſwear they'!l invade us, theſe terrible foes, þ 
They'll frighten our women, and children and beaux; | 
But ſhould their flat-bottoms in darkne's get o'er, 


Stout Britons they'll find to receive them on ſhore, 
Heart ot oak, &c. 


We'l! [lil] make them run, and we'll ſti'l make them fret, 

In ſpite of the Devil, and Bruſſells Cazette : . 

Then chear up me lads, with one voice ict us ſing 

Our tol:tters, our tailoss, our !{titelmen, and king. 
Hat of oak, &C; 


SON G XIV. 
5 WAS at the gate of Calais, Hogarth telle, 
Where ſad deſpair with famine ever dwells, 


A meagre 
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A mearre Frenchman, Madame Grandfire's cook, 
As home Le (tecred his carcale, that way took: 
Bencing beneath the weight of fam'd Sir-Loin, 

On vom he often wilh'] in vain: to dine: 

Good tather Dominick by chance came by, 

With rolty gills. round paunch, and greedy eye 
Who, when he firit beheld the greaſy load, 

His benediction on it he beRuw'd ; 

And as the folid fat his fingers preſs'd, 

He lick'd his chaps, and thus the knight addrefs'd. 


Air— hcly Laſs ta a Friar came, &c, 

Oh rare roatt beet! lov'd by mankind, 
If | was doom'd to have thee, 

When dreſs'd and garniſh'd to my mind, 
And iwimming in thy gravy, 

Not all thy country's force combin'd 
Should from my fury fave thee. 

Renown'd Sir-Loin, oft times decreed 
The theme of Engliſh ballad ; 

On thee ev*n kings have deign'd to feed, 
Unknown to Frenchmans palate : 


Then how much doth thy taſte exceed 


Soup-maige, trogs, and fallad ! 


A kalt-ſtarv'd foldter, ſhirtleſs, pale, and lean, 
Who ſuch a tight before had never teen, 

Like Garrick's frighted Hamlet, gaping ſtood, 
And gaz'd with wonder on the Britiſh tood, 
His morning's mels forſook the friendly bow), 
And in ſinull ſtreams along the pavement ſole. 
E heav'd a ſigh, which gave his heart relief, 
And then, ia plaiative tones, declar'd his grief 


Air——Feate's Minuct. 
Ah, facrc Dieu, vat do I ſee yonder, 
Dat look fo tempting red and vite ; 
Beg-r, it is de roatt beef from Lonere ; 
Oh ! granta me von letel bite. 
But to my guts if you give no keeding, 
And crael fate dis boon denies; 
In kind compathon unto my pleading, 
Return, and let me feaſt my eyte. 


His feliow guard, of right Hibernian clay, 
W. ole brazen front his country did betray, 
From Tyburn's fatal tree had hither fied, 
By koneſt means to gain his daily breads 
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Soon 2+ the well-known proſpect he defcry'd, 
In blubb'ring accents Coletully ke cry'd 


Airlie a Reon. 
Sweet boef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
Sweet Leek, that no cauſes my flomach to rites 
Se taking thy fight 1+, 
My jor, that ſa light is, 
To view thee, by piilfuls runs out at my eyes. 
While here 1 remain, my life's net worth a farthing: 
Ah, hard-heartcd Lou, 
Why did I come to you ? 
The gallow., mare kind, would have far'd me from ſtarving. 


Upon the ground hard by poor Sawney late, 

Who fei his note, and frretch'd Er rudd pate; 
But when old England's Buijv ark he elpy'd, 

His dear lov'd mull, alas | wa thrown ade, 
With lifted hand he bled lu native place, 

Then ſcrubb'd himiclt, and thus bewariit'd his caſe 


Air The By::m ef Cad. hf. 

How hard, oh! Sau ncy, ie thy lat, 

Who was ſo blithe of late, 
Jo fee ſuch meat as can't he got, 

When hunger is fo great ' 
O the beef! the bonny bonny beef, 

When roalted nice ani biown, 
I wiſh I had a flice of thee, 

How [ſweet it would gang Jown ! 


Ah! Charley hadſt thou not been ſec n, 
This ne'er had happ'd to me, 

I wou'd the de'el had pick'd mine ve, 'n 
Ere I had gang'd wi'tkee. 

O the beef, &c. 


But, ſee! my Mule to England takes her flight, 
Where Health and Plenty locially unite ; 

Where ſmiling Freedom guards great Geaige's throne, 
And whips, and chains, and tortures ae not Known. 
Though Britain's fame in loſtic:t ſtrains ſhould ting, 
In ruſtic table give me leave to ung. 


As once on a time, a young frog, pert and vain, 
Be held a large ox grazing o'er the vice plein, 
He boaitcd the fize he could quickly attain. 

O the roaſt bect ot Old Engl:nd, 

And O the Old Logliſh roatt beef. 


Tien 
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Then eagerly ſtretching his weak little frame, 

Mamma, who itood by, like a knowing old dame, 

Cry'4 ** Son, ta attempt it you're ſurely to blame.“ 
O the roaſt beet, &c. 


But deaf to advice, he for glory did thurſt, 

An effort he ventur'd more ſtiong than the firſt, 

Till Iwelling aud training too hard _ him burſt. 
O the roalt beef &c. 


Then B:itons, be valiant, the moral is clear, 
Tue Ox is Old England, the Frog is Monlieur ; 
Whole putts and bravatiocs we ned never fear. 
Q ihe roaſt beet, &. 
For while by our commurce and arts we are able 
To tee the Sir-Lom i{moak ing hot on our table, 
The French may cen burſt, like the trog in the fable, 
O the :va:t beet of old England 
And O the Old Englith roalt beet! 


SONG XV. 


E mortals, whom es and troubles perple x, 
Whom tolly miſgu sds, and infirmities vex , 
Mon lives budy know what it is to be bleſt; 
VE ri without joy, 2nd e down without rett ; 
Obey tr giud furnmor 7. to Lethe repair, 
Drink Gee of the rea m, nd forget all your care; 
Drink deep ot the tt cam, aud forget all your care. 


Old maids thall torget what they wiſh for in vain, 
And young ones the rover they cannot regain ; 
The rake hall torget that laſt night he was cloy d, 
And Chloe agen be with paſhon erjoy'd. 
Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 
And drin. an obiivion to trouble and care. 
And drink an oblivion to trouble and care. 


The wife at one d aught may forget all her wants, 
Or drench her ton 1 fool to forget her gallants, 
The troubled in mind fhall go cheartul awasy, 
And yelterday's wretch be quite happy to-day : 
Obey then the ſummons, to Lethe repair, 


Dink deep ot the team, and forget ail your care 


Drink deep ot the ttream, &. 
80 NG XVI. 


AIL no more, ye icarned aTes, | 
Gainſt the joys the bow! ſupyl'®: , 


Sound 


Odo e. 


ound its depth, and nil your glaſſes, 
Wiſdom at the bottom hes : 

Fill *em hiker ſtili, and higher, 

; Shallow Graught- perle the brains 

Sipp ng quenches all our fire, 
Bumpers light it up again. 

Draw the ſcene for wit and ple uure. 
Enter jollity aad Joy 1 

We tor thinking have no ieilure, 
Manly mirth is gur employ . - 

Since in lite there's nothing certain, 
Well the pretent hour engage , 

And, whea Death (hall drop the curtin, 
Witt applaute we'll quit the ſtage. 


"r 
= 
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EF ! ſee ! the full bow), 
"Tis the world, "tis the world, 'tis the world of iny ſan: 
The punch is the ocean, and the ſides are the coaſt, 
And the ſhip, ſhip, ſhip, and the ſhip the brown tuaft. 
Then let's have one round, 
Till the bottom be tound, 
And our ſhip run a-ground. 
How mighty arc we, 
That can drink up the ſea * 
Let a new deluge flow, 


And we'll drink, drink, drink, and we'll drink it alſo. 


S O NG XVIIL. 
NCE in our lives 
Let us drink to our wives, 

Tho' their number be but ſmall , 

Heaven take the beſt, 

And the devil take the reſt, 
So we ſhall get rid of them all. 

To this hearty wiſh 

Let each man take his diſh, 
And drink, drink till he fall. 


S ON G XIX. 


ORIGIN f ENGLISH LIBERTY. 
(By GC. X STEVENS) 
To its own Tune. 
NCE the Gods of the Greeks, at ambroſial feaſt, 
Lage bowls of 1. neftar were quaſſings 
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Merry Momus among them appear'd as a gueſt, 
Homer ſays the Celeſtials lov'd laughing. 


This happen'd *fore Chaos was fix'd into form, 
While Nature diſorderly lay, 

While elements adverſe engender'd the ſtorm. 
And uproar embroil'd the loud fray. 


On ev'ry Olympic the Humouriſt droll'd, 
So none cou'd his jokes diſapprove ; 

He ſung, repartee'd, and ſome odd ſtories told, 
And at latt thus began upon Jove : 


Sire. Mark how yon Matter is heaving below, 
Were it ſettled *twould pleaſe all your court, 

"T's not wiſdom to let it lie uſeleſs, you know 
Pray people it, juſt for our ſport. 


Jove nodded aſſent, all Olympus bow'd down, 
At his Fiat creation took bir h; 

The cloud-keeping Deity ſimi d on his throne, 
Then announc'd the production was Earth. 


To honour their Sov'reign each God gave a boon ; 
Apollo pretented it Light, 

The Goddef: of Child-bed diſpatch'd us a Moon, 
To ſilver the ſhadow of night. 


The Queen of Soft-wiſhes, foul Vulcan's fair bride, 
Leer'd wanton on her man of war; 

Saying, as to theſe Earth-folks I'll give them a guide 
So the ipark.Icd the morn and eve Star, 


From her cloud, all in ſpirits, the Goddeſs up ſprung, 
In ellipſes each planet advanc'd, 

The Tune of the Spheres the Nine Siſters ſung, 
As round Terra Nova they danc'd. 


F'en Jove himſelf cou'd not inſenſible ſtand, 
Bid Saturn his girdle ftalt bind, | 

The Expounder ot Fate graſp'd the Globe in his hand, 
And laugh'd at thoſe Mites call'd mankind. 


From the hand of great Jove into Space it was hur!'d, 
He was charm'd with the roll of the ball, 
Bic his daughter Attraction take charge of the V. uild, 
And ſhe hung it up high in his Hall. | 
Miſt, pleas'd with the preſent, revicw'd the globe rouge, 
Saw with rapture hills, vallies, and plains, 
Fhe ſelf- balanc'd orb in an atmoiphe:e buund, 
Prolific by ſuns, ves and rain, 


With 
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With ſilver. gold, jewels, the India endow'd 

France and Spain ſhe taught vineyards to rear, 
| What was tit for each clime on each clime ſhe beſtow d, 
And Freedom the found flouriſh'd here. 


The blue-ey'd celeſtial, Minerva the wile, 
lneftably tmil'd on the ſpot; 

My dear, ſays plum'd Pallas, your Jaſt giſt | prize, 
But, cxcule me, one thing is fu got. 


Licentiouſneſs Freedom's deſtruction may bring, 
Ualels Prudence prepares its defence; 

The Goddels of Sapience bid Iris take wing, 
And on Britons beltow'd Common-Sente. 


Four Cardinal Virtues ſhe left in this iſle, 
As guardian: to cheriſh the root; 

The bloſſoms of Liberty gaily 'gan (mile, 
And Engliſhmen fed on the fruit. 


Thu« fed, and thus bred by a bounty fo rare, 
Oh preſerve it as pure as twas gives; 

We will while we've breath, nay we'll graſp it in death, 
Aad return it uatainted to Heav'a, 


SO N G XX. 
ORIGIN Of FACTION, 4 
(By G. A. STEVENS.) ? 
Tune, — I am, quith Apollo, when Daphne, &c, 
N hitt ries of Heathens, by which Tutors train us, 
The ſalt-water Sov'reign is call'd OcrAx s; 
His ſpouſe was deliver'd, by man- midwife Triton, 
Of this ſea-gitt iſland, his fav'rite Britain. 
The Naiads were nurſes; old Trident declat'd, 
To embelliſh his oftspring no pains ſhou'd be {par'd : 
By flying fiſh drawn, to Olympus he drove, 
And pet tion d the Gods, that his fait tiiey d approen 
Quoth Jupiter, I'll make it King of tha 84 - 
Avaſt! repl;,*d Neptune, pray leave that to me * 
I ll guard it with thoals, and Il make their lads Saunen. 
Strong; Hercules hatleo'd out, FI make em Freemen 
And what ui vou make, Venus whiſper's to Mar: * 
Wis Pl make all foldiers, that Nep. don't make Tars, 
Momus had. as that droll always merrily means; 
He begy's they'd go partners, and make em ATarrmnes 
Quoth Saturn, much time I |} alu em for thinking z 
v4 Bacchus reply'd, no, allow it tor Linking ; 
Cs Bot 
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But Mercury anſwer'd, a fig for your wine, 
The a:t of ume-kiiling by card-playing's mine. 


By Stvx, quoth Apollo, but Hermes you're bit ; 
*Gaialt gaming I'll tend 'em an antidute,—Wit ; 
In Eagland, laugh'd Momus, Wit no one regards 
Save that ſort of wit that's in—playing your calds. 


Well, well, ieplies Phabus, i] mend their conditions, 
I'll teach em to fiddle, and fead them Phyſicians 
"Mong fidlers, quoth Momus, true Har meg farce , 
And as to your Doctorſhip,—Phyf 4's a Farce 


Says Venus I'll people this Iland with beauties, 

And tempt mairied men to be true to their duties — 

You to married men's duty a friend baw!'d out June. 
You re a {trumpet, you flut, and that | know and jeu know. 


Then turning to Jove, who look'd pale, ſhe bega a. 
III ſpoil your olympical gift-giving plan: 

Herſelf not conſulted, ſhe vow'd the wou'd wrong us, 
Blew a ſcold from her mouth, and ſegt Party among us, 


God Bacchus, to counterpoiſe Juno's raſh action, 
Command d Silenus to ſeize upon Fef7:;om 
Swift gitted the Fiend, the old Toper outtped, 
Wilult Serae'e's jon lent a flak at his head. 


The Imp, by the blow, ſpeechleſt fell to the ground, 
May Wine thus for ever foul FaZ:m confound : 
Uncnmity that, that's the Toait of our Hearts, 
'Thuag . % Paity-men here, Here's te all Men of Parts. 


$0 30 XXI. 


1 W OR MS. 
15 (By G. A. STEVENS.) 
Tune. Nes Sircphon te (Me made love bis pretence, 
£1 your diſtagce, quoth king, who ia lea con lov 
K As befide him they lower'd a ſhrou ef- old clay 
Toh: merdtent caclicrepliied with a ſnacec, 
„% M.'tcr mona ch be id, we are all equal here. 


Life's miſerics lang I was forc'd to abide, 

Ey ihe fea! 11: tore belted, fore peited by pride 
Au tho' clad in ermine 1 ot you're becn diſtecit. 
Both our Caics GON arc e, fo let us Luth rell.“ 


A corainittee of wenns, Manor Lords of the Grave, 
Oveihcacd ein, 4 Wondu'sd to hear the dead rave; 


Quor?, 
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G19th the chairman, — Date mortals preſume thus to prate, 
When even we maggots don't think ourfelves great ? 


laſane oftentations, who brag of their births, 

Vet are but machines mixt of aggregate earth: 

They diltintions demand, with diltiactions they meet, 
When we throw by the rich folks, as not fit to cat. 


They are ſcurvy compound of debauch and diſcaſe, 
Putrefactions of ſloth, or vice run tothe let. 

By luxury's peſtilence health 1s laid waſte: | 

And all they can boalt is,-They're poifen'd in taſte. 
Tis true, crics Craw/ina, the queen of the worms, 
They make upon c2rth immenſe noſte with their forms, 
Pon onner, with beauties tho) fo mach 1 deal, 

On not one in ten can 1 make a good meal, 


When we chole to rezale, on the daigties of charme, 
We formerly fed on necks, faces, ard arme, 

Now varniſh eaveroms their tainted complecuons, 

A inc wornan's teatures ſpread fatal infections. 

Not a worm of good taſte, and 5 t, 1 dare vouch, 
A mot ſel of tatt.on-made beauties touch 

A quality toaſt we imported laſt week, — 

Ivo maggots, my 1crvants, dy d eating her ckeek.”? 


Very cod, quoth a <tic. v.orms hold fuck dilconrſe. 
Very odd, quoth tit author, that men ould talk worle, 
Like :eptilcs we crunk upon earth for a term, 

Take wing tor a wile, — ten ec Hend to a worm. 

Dan P.pe declates a human race te be worms ; 

Maids, Mills, Vives, WIC, al! mugotty torms. 

But of worms. and 1am feed. og, ue more well repeat, 
Here's a glaſ, J.:. dainty e nude for man's meat, 


BVNC EST e 
Zy C. A STEVENS } 
Tanc,.— eg Lauder 
OW we te bee tom Collette rules, 
From common-place-bauk teatou, 
From trifling ly pitti iche, 
And hy teme out of teatun , 
Never more Wel! Lave defin'd, 
Ir matter tnin&s or thinks not; 
Al! the matter ve wail und, 
Ihe wig G uk. — e drinks ust. 
3 
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Metaphyfic'ly to trace, 
The mind, or foul abſtracted ; 
Or prove infinity of ſpace, 
By cauſe on cauſt efteQed ; 
Better fouls we can't become 
By immaterial thinking ; 
And as to ſpace, we want no room, 
Bur room enough to drink in. 


Plenum, vacuum, minus, plur, 
Arc learned words, and rare too, 
'T hole terrns our tators may dilculs, 


And thote who pleat. mas heat too. 


A plenum in our vine we thow, 
With plus, and pius behind, fir, 

And when our caſh, is minus, los, 
A vacuum toon we find, tir. 


Copernicus, that learned tape, 
Dane Tycho's error proving, 
Declate in—l1 can't tel what page 
The earth round Soul is moving 


But which goc+ round, v bat's that tou: 


Each is, perhaps, a notion; 
Min carth and ſun we make no tu, 
But mind the bottic's motion. 


Great Galileo ill was us, 
By ſuperſtition's fury; 
Antpodeans were abus'd 
Bv 1gnoramus jury) 
But, feet to feet, we dare atteſt, 
Not tear a treatmeat cur y; 
For when we're drunk, probaium = 
We're turmblice, tuply tussen. 
Newton talx'd of lights and ſhade:, 
And Gifterent colours knew, fir. 
Don't let us difturb our heads 
We will but ſtudy two, fir. 


White and Red our elailes boaſt, 


Refication, and Retiation ; 
After him we name bur toaſt 
The Center or Attraction.“ 
Oathat Theus we'll cdeclaim, 
With ira tum, ſu e flratum ; 
There's might) magic n the name, 
"Tis nature enulaztum. 


Wise, 


X * — 
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Wine, in nature's next to love; 
Then wiſcly let ue blend em; 
Firſt, though, phyſically prove, 
That Nunc, nunc eſt bibendum. 


Ka. 


The MARINE MEDLEY, 


(By G. A. STEVLNS.) 


Firſt tune, — C me and HH tf my Dit, 


OW tafe moor'd v:ith bowl before us, 
Meſs mates heave a hand with me. 

Lend a Brother Sailor Chorus. 

While he ſings our hes at ca 
er the wide wave-lwelling ocean, 

Toſsꝰd aloft or tumble d low, 
As to fear tis all a noten, 

When our time's come, we muſt e. 


Tune; Lin ene“ . 
Hark the boatſwain hoarfely Weilers 
By toplail ſheets and haul-yards ſtand, 
Down top-gallants, daun be hauling, 
Don your ſtay fails, hand bor. hag, 
Now tct the bracce. 
Don't mal & wrv faces, 
But let the lee top-lail cet: let 29, 
Starboa:4 here, 
Larboard there, 
Turn your quid, 
Take a l car, 
Yo! yo! yo! 
Firſt Tun: 4 
Oh, ye landmen. dly lu ing 
All along-fide Beauty's charms, 
Sate in loft. bed, ca: detyide. 
Free from 421 but Love. ahn-. 
While on billows, bitlows ci, 
Death appears in every form, 
On no ladies laps were tolling, 
No kind kits can gal the tönt. 
But loud peals, on pci: aic claſhinry, 
Through rift tc. Ks, the furt! wind thr.ck* ; 
In our eyes ka lighten! fcihing, 


Scorch the Lally ad Lene the deck. 


1% 
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Burſting chuds upon us pouring, 
Black o'etipread the face of day, 

Burying teas in Whirlpools roaring, 
Fiery flies the ſparkling ſpray. 

High the toſſing tempeſt heaves ue, 
Tow'rds the pole aloft we go, 

While the clouds ſcern to receive ue, 
Dreadful yawns the gulph below. 

In that dark deep, down. down, down, down. 
Down we fink from fight of tky, 

By the twell, a+ inſtant up thrown, 
Hark ' what means yon diſmal cry 


The ſore-maſt's gone, yells ſome ſad tongue out 
- OVer the lee, twelve teet beve deck.— 
A leak beneath the cheſtree's ſprang, out 
Call ali nands to clear the wreck. 
Quick the lannvard's cut 1n pieces, 
Come mv hearts, be ſtout and bold, 
Plumb the weil, the leak encreales— 
Four feet water's in the hold. 


Worte and worſe, the wild winds rearing 
Warring ware around us foam, 

For the worlt, wtile we're preparing), 
Nature finks, anc fighs tor home. 


There, our babes, perhaps are ſaying) 


In their littte 1:iping ttrain, 
At round metner's knees thev're playing, 
Daddy wil: cen come again, 


Tune,—Ecr:y ne nern, a 1:lly young Tur, 
If we mult die, by we we muſt, | 
*Tis a birth in nich all muſt velay mus. 
hen our debt' due, for Death won't truft, 
Then all hands be ready to pay mus. 
As to Life's ſtriving its flag never fear, 
Our craite 15 out, that's all my brother. 
In th's world we ve uff dit up, thus, anc u Gro” 
So let's hip ourteives now tor another. 


Tune tre firſe again, 
Overboard the guns be throwing. 
To the pumpt come cure hand, 
dSce ner mien malt it gong. 
On the ce beam es the and, 
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Riſing ro. £ppear before us, 
Hopelets, et for help we call, 
Ev'ry {ea breaks fatal ofer ur, 
To the Horm's fell power ve tall. 


Now Ditmay, with aſpect howrid, 
__ Swells each ſlecplets eve with tears , 
And Deſpair, with brillly torehexd, 
On each bloodlefs face appears, 
Sadly (till we wait the wave | —— 
- Th' o'erwhelming wave rolle mounticn [gh , 
The ſwell comes on, our ſea-green gravy —— 
Hark, what means yon happy cry ' 


The leak we've found, it cannot pour ia", 
We've lighten'd her a foot or more, 
Up and rig à jury fore-maſt, 
She rights, ſhe rights, boys, wear off ſlio c 
Now, my hearts, we're ſafe from {inkipg, 
We'll again lead ſailors lives 
Come, the cann boys let's be drinking 
To our ſweethearts, and our wives. 


3 0 MN . 
T H B DEM E A IM. 
(By G. A. STEVENS.) 


Electric 'mong Spirits of Air, 
Upborne by the clouds, we look'd down on the world, 
And odd exhibitions ſpy'd there. 


England's Cenius was there, bearing Monarchy's crown, 
In proceſſion round Liberty Hall ; 

Faction ſeiz'd her rich robe, Public Spirit pull'd down, 
And Folly b:oad grinn'd at her fall. 


In w:atiher-houfe plac's!, to denote foul and fair, 
Two ſigures are veering about 

So pageants we faw, ind we ſmi' at their glare, 
As they turn'd, with the tines, in and out. 

The Methodiils, mad 'd with Hy pocriſy's face, 
Anatniemas thuncer'd aloud, _ 

So Jack Puddings joke, with dittorted grimace, 

Benctting their Gudgeons,—the crowd. 


- —_ 
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Wit and Humour were there, drove from Dignity's doer, 
That Stupidity's coach might have room 

Debauch we faw open Temptation's baſe ſtore, 
And Diſeaſe taint Simplicity's bloom. 


FRubborn MI againit Prudence was waging a fight, 
While Deſire oppos'd Duty ſtrong ; 

The Paflions confels'd Reaſon's dictatet were right, 
Though themſelves till refolv'd to be wrong. 


A wonderful troop towards Weftminſter bore , 
What wonders there are 'mong mankiad ? 
In gilt chariots Lawyers paraded be fore, 
On foot Jullice follow'd behind. 


Church Preferments we ſau but reſpect ſhall v.thſtand 
The abuſe that's pour'd forth on the cloth; 

Stock Jobbers and Stateſmen we ſaw hand in hand, 
And Pride ſtood at pac between both. 


Cent per Cent had lain fiege to Integrity's head, 
Aad Beauty was battering his heart 

Eaſt Ladia Succe!s ſtruck Humility dead, 
Ard Title took Vanity's part. 


Crafty Care and pale Uſury, two flceplefſs hagr, 
Wealth o'erwhelm'sd, yet united with toi; 

Tucir heir Diſſipation we law at their bags, 
With Flattery ſharing the ſpoil. 


The myft'ries of trade,—but no longer III dwelz, 
On either the mighty or mean ; 

From an Emperor's court to a penitent's cell, 
Life's all the lame laughable ſcene. 

"Tis a pitiful piece, like a Farce in a Fair, 
Where ſhew, noiſe, and nonſenſe miſnule, 

Where tinſel paradings, make Ignorance {tare , 
Where he who acts belt is the Foul. 


4 


ON 8 XXV. 


T U. 
(By G. A. STEVENS.) 
Tune J. ail ye Ladies nut at L515, 
HP card were ſont, the Mute: came, 
"Twa: Ceres gave the foaft 
To Juno, Jove's majeſtic dame, 


Fair Hebe hail d each 2 tl, 


With 


| 
| 
| 


— ————— —— — 


—— — — — 


— - 
* 


Buck Bacchus caught the azure Zone. 
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With Phebus, Bacchus, wit and wine, 
Like man and wite, ſhou'd focial ſuine. 


With a fall lal, la. 
Th' Olympic Dance, Minerva wiſe, 
With graceful ſteps mov'd round; 
Blue wa: the fillet—like ker eves, 
Her lapient temples crown'd; 
That girdle looſen'd, falling down, 


Upon his breaſt the Ribbon plac'4, 
Br Styx, avow'd the youth, 

What had the Throne of Wiſdom grac'd, 
Shou'd grace the Seat of Truth: 

His robe he inftant open threw, 

Ant on his botoin bcam'd True Blue. 


Kings, taught by me. ſkail Garters give, 
In Inſtaltations ow; 
What Subjects merit should receive, 
Their Monarchs thoa'd beitavy. 
This Symbol, lov'd Cclotttals, view, 
And ſtamp your Sanctions on True Luc 
The roſy God, Urania prai- «i; 
The tugctu! filters join, 
The Sov'reign of the iky was H 
To conſtellate the Sign. 
Along the Clouds, loud Paant fe, 
Oly mpus join'd, and hald True Lee. 
This order Iris bore to each, 
Minerva charg'd the far, 
Where firſt the found out Sons of worth, 
To leave the Ribbon there. 
From clime to clime the fearching teu, 
And in HinzrNnia left True Be. | \ 


S O N XX\L 

A £5 Ty Th T3 Go” Bp fa 

(By G. A. STEVENS.) 

Tune,—Deſpairing botide a clear ſtraam. 
Y the fide ot a green apnate poul, 
Brick duſt Nan the tat f{cratching her head, 
Black matted locks frizzted her ſkull, 
As britftles the hedge-hog belpread , 


14 HUMOROUS, DRINKING, AND 


The wind toſs'd ber tatters abroad, 
Her aſhy bron2'd-beauties reveal'd; 

A link boy to ker, through the mud, 
Bare-footed, few over the field. 


As vermin on vermin delight, 

As carrion beſt tuits the crow's taſte, 
So beggars and bunters unite, 

And wine: like on ditt make a feaſt ; 
To a Hottentvt 0{.3ls have charms, 

With garbage their boſoms they deck; 
She Nuttii}ly open'd her arms, 

He vithily fell on her neck. 


On her f4bby breaſts one hand he plac'd, 
No towels thote breatts ever teaze, 

T' other fiſt grip'd ber Rays-wanting waiſt, 
Like ladies, tne dreſs'd for her eaſe: 

Jack drew forth his quid, and he ſwore, 
Then his lower lip, charg'd to the brim 

He ſcoul'd, like a lewd gruating boar, 
And tquinting, the leer'd upon him. 

© Oh, my love, thoſ L cannot well jaw,“ 
This plyer at play-houſe began, 

„Nor tobacco's to ſweet to the chaw, 
As to kits is the lips of my Nan: 

© ' my Fack, cries the mud-colour'd ſhe, 
And gave him ſome rib-loueezing hugs, 

In a duſt-hole ll cuddle with thes, 
Aye, blaſt me! theugh bit by the bugs. 


Full as black as themſelves, now the ſky 
To the ſouth of the hemiſphere lour'd 
To finiſh love's feaſt in the dry, 
To a ſtable they haſtily ſcour'd; 
While rats round them hungry expio1'd, 
And cobwebs their canopy grace, 
Undaunted on litter they fnai'd, 
Fatigu'd with dirt, drink, and embrace. 


SON G XXVII. 
TIMEs DEFEAT. 
(By G. A. STEVENS 
Tune,—Cupid ſent cn an Errend, Ec. 
INE evening, Good Humour, took Wit as his gueſt, 
| By Fricnathip invited to Gratitude's fealt , 
Their liquor was claret, and Love was their hoft, 


Laugh, ſong, anc Croll ſentiment, garuiſh'a vach toall, 
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Ltke à Soul | bee ivd, ail Fliiye, 
Ry ay C7 - LoYs. 
They ſont ma to college, I oida't mine that, 
10 teach me to US ich ant to Pra“ z 
} woudn't be thumm'd, Ia whatnticy were at, 
So my ry uon ther can lay, 
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As to puipit palaver, why that's all 2 fam, 
No prieſtcratt ha e@r do for me. 

Iwill, or | Won't, a ce acent I ain, 
And I'll on'y belicve what Ice. 

May love's of c! ret, "I s ret's the thing, 
To ink it without any tax 

I don't mind the bother Wut ſubjec awu K 7, 
But com free tust“ al. ; 


I. des and commons, ard lords will but joigy 
Our national debts to 9a 6, 

And ict u tree gratis have women and vines 
V. tiy then we may do weil enough. 


In hait-pint> the Farli' ment heuſe then I'll tea, 
ACER too, upon my bac knw 

I don't care which fide or it none rulc the rcaft, 
£6 4 VC hut my fun and am t:ce, 


La now they're {24 times, for our freedom 15 gone, 
Since we te burnbariiiflt-. tubmit ; 

Fil &R:i2ht: Gan all bill, to” the nation's undone 
By that General V acrarity, a Nit. 

We rult be made flave it ther Cont put a ſtop 
To la a yer, the julticr, 2. .; 

For it in O1 England wo won't | erp it up. 
Way then, to Je ure, it mut tall. 


Wies i Me hut thats gueer— ar to think on tf is qui, 


So 4: to ihis Hei vr n tet 
5 hene ui. TY £09) bret e 1310 5 
fre get ut a girl. derne 
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E . 
1 „00 F 2 OS 
(By: (. A. e fee dert 
D rA Site 
HEN Prudence dechum 1 4 time Pic 
W. Cou vu VC tm ut *Ar. Chronos ty it ly 
Ve ivle wee buinp ring 4 round of O 28 
** C Ou 41 vat WU, I ail; cou' as 14. 
But it waftth 1 1 | 
Tmouch bouts th tal! 
In truubling our heats le ty Frank ? 
5 Hou. ut ere er > C« {1 „ 
To Puzzle the m rake 
Letus oaly mnd L we deink. 


bl 


There was Svui-:imon, Gr of th e. 

When vaſt it, beg in t. (mf lin; 

He aticcted at latt to Gl; ile thin; 

Becaulc his was labuur ww van; 
But u!cd to lay, 

There's time tc. ply, 

To labour, to love, and to thiak, 
Let tliote in their Tine 
Remembe tlie time, 

At preſent "tis time we thuu's diu. 


A pox on RXetetion, be | 
Diſpamonste Cy nc! act pile, 
Did you cace habe the tat turer of folly, 
You ne er word with ta be wilt. 
1 3 the plans 
Sobriety ſcan , 
Trom dere rs never will think; 
By the buly in trade. 
Be cunt. per cent. made, 


* Sa : CO Inn "I 0 i 
Tis CET. 15 cent. bette. 20 611 K. 
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As merrily Old Englith ballads can fing—c, 
As they at their oppero!es ut, ani ling—o , 
Calliag oat, bravo, encoro, and Cato, 

Tho't I vil ting nothing but Bartieme Falt—9. 


He re hirft of al, crones ag: inſt other crowds driving, 
Cine & i and thay meeting 85 cnc contrary ſtrivinæ, 
Here's frul.ng and flutinz, and outing and ſhrick ting. 
Cites, tn pete, dummy, bag-pipc“, 4nd bar-ow-gils ſqueaking. 
Ay rave rvun zud toun , here“ choice of ae ware, 
Tho all not Hand toli mt Baitlomne Faii—o, 


Here are Hells, hornpipe dancing, and ſhewing ot poſtures 3 
im ftortidge, mackepadiings, and op ning'ot oviters; 

Fi:e £4; Wit zue ie v. cat ing, and Zalt' . ele, 
With fait-bozer, bor, and entn- Pieces bav.! 

Firmpe. rie- ockhete Aroiler rt, fat aadiadlies, falls, 


Ba wdr, Hailey e, jilte, jockies, terer, tumb.ers, and tay tors, 


Here's Punch's whole play of the gunrowcer- plot, Sir, 
Wiid Bertts all alive, and peate- porri«ige hot, Sit: 

Fine faulages fry'd. and the Black on the wire; 

The whnm'e court of France, and nice pig on the fire, 

Ins up -and-downs, whn il take a Kat in the chan—o, 
there ere more ups aud downs than at Bartleme Fair—0, 


Hets's inttington's cat, zn the tall jromedary, 

be chatte without ku. tes, and Queen of Hungary; 

Fre marry-y3;ounts, come ufo rides, come who rides 
Wine, b er, ale, and cake, ſire- eating belides; 

The am'd learned og that can tell all | 118 letters, 

And eme men, a> ſclolars ate not much his betters. 

hie e a wide fair, where we ramble mong gay things, 
Cur vat: 4, ite che en, ate t, mrted by play- things; 

— A . w; by ti iy; ap LY trump. 5. 
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S. 0 N G XXXII. 
R E. 6 U ES 
(By G. A. STEVENS.) 
A'r,—-T; figh tr ccmplate 
OME, care-curing M+:th, 
4 Froin Wit! buy or tvith, 
Brin: Humour, your brother, along, 
Hoipitulity's here, 
And Harmony near, 
To cm i: Groll Sentirvent”s ſor". 


In Cotned trim, 
Joke, Geitvre, an.! Vo lim, 
| With Tiics wil keep up the bah; 
' By order of Tafte - 
| Ve epen the tent! 
Of Frieaditip in Live to bkUl 
W no“, Prefident be? 
Caznimity, fee 
He's "orday' d to fit as cut hott ;. 
My Lori Common Senſe, 
With pains aan EXpence, 
intteduc'd hin. to gire dut the 2052 


Thy Scandal we hüte. 
Gn; Good we ho great, 
Yor any for Title's-ſake pralle; 
TDawartgy's that name, 
No Mert cia cleim 
Gut what Cegnealegies ralic. 


In tl.is Anno Dam, ve 
Word SNUS lee, 
1. empaſiry 4 LOW eaſy we cou'u 
Conroe fault-fading ever, 
3 it RE ou leives, 
= 3 1 : * _ , % 1 2 
13 tin? mig ut on Ve 28 dae) ih \ . 
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Sure Wie rez their mates 
L alta eur“ debate, 
11 * 7 . 8 . 
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Netuſal wou'd be over-nice, 
Plumb-pude ing on board, 
And erte by my Lore. 

Ve Hu d, not comme n for a ſiice ? 


Corruption: ie. 


„ can wv laugnng d le e, 

he Faction „ n by; 
bo. Tory. and Whig, 
in one part both Parties *;rce. 
For the Niagdom of Man, 
Diviton's the plan. 

Pi the laws at tte Cyprian Core, 
Th- I. 1001. „ run eln, 
When but and ied we eld, | 

And v.nat we nad. met they up!. 


For a Bamrer I call.— 
Here's the S Heign ot. Ail, 
Thu String from which all honour fw 
From thence we all came, 
So we 25 to that ame. 
Here's to it. and to it, Here g9e*. 


3. N un. 
e e eee, ee e e ee e e eg 
(By G. „ STEVENS.) 


"Cune,—T: f/ro/e me {fe w e, 25d teu if2 ers 
UP{UOSE i vclive has ruck, whereture nay ail th's furs? 
8 Next time "till hike lefs, what are Tiour* to as ? 
Letthe $11 {ae the va, ani the Moon mar the night; 
Without Rates, ot Schools, fure vie know when were righ* 


Tie Int rence fron tende which | draw, owt nr. giigk, 

A Bumper s ne bell preparation to think , 

I ;nfer, na mn, and with me you maſt jr ia. 

Lite's nw 1. & without Love, Love's not Love without Wige. 


Th. Trum Ii matntain, thus maintaining. my poll, 
Ana 1-4 in this bumper a Tv for my toaſt.— 

Pra {ue to be pledg'd bv eas. Laſe-loving Youth, 

Here > a Beuther, mu Buck: tothe fam'd naked Trath. 


At 5! (t we are into this world pull'd and teaz'o; 
At our getting, 7appa an Mamma may be rea 4 
But 2: to us BA C, Nature's Multi; lication, 

Be, ot tor verũon, VE LE Dor a ia ct. 
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We ae Fools in green vor. t] „Imank ite into Nnares, 
C31 1111 tuen foo MUonTr, :* ” T 6-45. „ Slave . 
To Net 0 1 5 Om 15 th, * ; ICC. ot Ft. , 
Keen the Gor fut, and ht let that Scrub ſlip in here, 


Tet Be in ny ns, HT oriy build, 
Vair - il mud er ſoin, we Nun tz rrch raink them all. 


a 4 0 £ | * . : * * * * 2 wy * * . » 
if Genial tan. JETTOCUZE, lemperante ten:“. 
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Gur Gun ty: 1. LC loaded. | I. «T4 pt! $5 g * O. d. 
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By G:AESTEVI.NS 


OW. Garland! Fig is Commaniter in Chief, 
| With ien ur our Monarch turn'd „er any (af, 


8 A . iy, * 19 * 10 ® 46 12 
Don, cown. vith Freach Diſhes, up, up vita Roatt fact. 
724 F'y _ 
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Wit mere tot ve here h, ot what can we icar? 


Foe Spaniard unge bros e, bye eneth of their Guns. 
To make u deep Lent, and to twin cur Girls Nan, 
But w. Hill raatt dur Beet, tor vc L. the boos, 
At Nliner (ca ee * % tt ea if Ih oct, 
C11 P 4,0 $JA13TCH JON WALL Li Cle il, 
Tlie. Ce Lat of Hepes 4a: they ALY ee ; Breet. 
* 8 41 : ' * . 
But at inden, well ted, dh wwe tire iacld about, 

Y 2, 2-930 ! rn, Van ant Rear, Foot and riot e, put CC) 1200 3 
* r. * VE $4 Vat intigul, 44 > wo 4 » tut 5 * CIC out. 
To landet our Cunhearde, France ent the By ef Flect, 

Vee a belly-tuwil yave them vitwut any wat, 
=. =. ae 0). oP 1 Sus 182 4 
Tae then told their Flate Faule try d nethung to cot. 
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Ticir towns ve tal d ww juſt a they „Ano, Seu. 
Pi the llrenith ot cur beef we our bulwarks maint a,, 
X I. erty tit Fun, and Lord ot the twain, 


Knud t! Gouds Aue vo! 
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Whether tis to rite or {1 
Wet il his time mn: oonzs 
In tlc Collin t at Wniteha!! 
. 8 . : 
The beit of meme mornin? 
Out- jornet; is In become. 
Weid both nde: Fold he venture, 
Pain g tige with vigour home, 
Atm milration entire. 


Ceitain sa freng lupy 
Fact o rin, ne embraces, 
Ali tlie time lee, at court 
His trie nds PICK C thei place „ O 
The Nlenthers i depends upon, 
Vin pglacd in poper Ration, 
Thc Star abm the Carter wor! 
At Beaut;*- Inttallation. 


In I 01 C an. ttc (rad the fame, 
Repeating Menkind's v. ine. 
A1.1, the Cupboud « Key vou', 24h 
To plunder aan and ÞFikes. 
Piacemen Fogland have Gifgrac's, 
The daih papers tell us, 
Hovrſoc' et you harte men plac's 
Nen Hare: vill be eau, 
Minitters may Places ni, 
bun none, nor am selling, 
A Thatch'd Huy! agceracith tue Hi! 
s V.hat I chute : deen. 
Tho' it has no bieh-rai- de rot. 
Vet proipects can command, 57 5 
Not to lee, vut rcom nous 
For me up ight to ſta nd, ur. 
On the Hill, along the Dale, 
[wometimes turu @ rover. 
Tien within the Aiot.. Laie 
is ertep to Cover, 
Trerc'5 he bort, and that's trie pc: 
"Tis Pleature's wild Plantation. 
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Tune, —- ee Ae it, nol e fir ths Ilie Fame 
7 the Corb, the Cloth! drawn, — 4 Tat? to tle 


Kippe, 


1 preſi.inc it is meet, aſter meat we Now tine 
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For tus * clerlbes GA. n > nl „es 1161650 EI long, 


«Take Dinners digeſtive, a Glaſ, ani a Sone. 
Te nm the Diplomilts thei judgment reign. 
So hat mixturam, "tis Mulic and \Winc. 


* 


Od Homer, who, Shakctprarc-like, all Nature knew, 


. Docs henour to 135 \ * ant to Pee of aters tuo 0 


H. tags, thit the Greeks, by whom Fro; Town wa: feld. 


In fighung and cating, all Natians excel. 
Ana he, tor the Day, wio wis Hero in Chiet, 
ti a Double Proportion, or Premium o: Bect. 


It va: Cacu: omen) tho? thit's not Orthodox, 
"Twas Mi of Crotos tirit neck d down an Ox ; 
He invited a iriend+ to lt Beei-cating Wake, 
But fert, on the Turf. KAitar, be ofler'd a Steak. 
The Ethertals rev at yt on the occur that role, 


Says Lpicure Jes uy uh a Cay vel CMP, 1.0. 


** n 5 od Meri . 
Then call'd out for Vuſe in, the Gui, Baring, cat 
And, 071110 ochind bim, ended hie Dee . 


Each Deity Ieem'd more ancviin'd to ber Mule, 
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Jove fi. nde proclatme, his cut avtu'ly habe, 
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When no, thit initant a formate pal tune, 


In Jod 1g the Bow ooh, the Toalt dy 'd on his tongue, 
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D XI.. 
1 R 1. L. 3 5 NI. 
(By G. A. STEVENS.) 


Tane-22y Bil; cond Mary Gray. 


OVIF. Newhbours, Nei hbourt, Eng abit 
4. Hive cone with Party. potty, 


Lit rot Ye Lack, 10 Upraar Gut, 
Duo: ide ur on Vother. 

The Winners laugh, the I, , 
Thus. Faction wer dm, 8; 


Iafarit tell Fol tale. 
Tue Out. v. III att e 1 GE, 


ToJjave th. I., on hnkings; 
Be once at n eta ais end, 
And let her Lon to thinking! 
No wwe | by I. rand ict us be tchool'd, 
But tech ur kv bo realem, 
Nor let well-meaning Men te toul'd 
8; Piivilce and Freedom. 


Where's Frecem ' —-fgoint out have and vita 
Vie have enji hd that Bounty? 
Whoa Megna Custta—zye, Aim ho 
But tell ing where's her County; 
„ Whiv where ou Proerty's ſecur'd, 
* Whe-e libertz pode ug;“ 
Then, Brother Britons, be atlur'd 
The Ga Ad z Blefhnz. 
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In +: the Geddes ape her arme, 
Noo me lie om 
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145 Hariot's charms, 
Wah tembt to out The FLOITLES 
Wit, bc alt, Sciences, and: Ats, 
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We're neither e wm t ide not H-wti, 
Vie re $S'aLr es, td Britt's an Cul ont 
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UR Reck ning eee „ here's io alt bon 7, 
The Decks vec have ien , and tit tene ue mould 805 


A Coach did you Ia? No! Lin tier and thong) 
Waiter! call me à Link-boy, ent zit raw along. 


Obſequios the dog with hi dipping tech bowie 

Your Honour ' 100; Jack, Sir, your Honour Jack Kaows. 
For the take of the ponce thus her honour me on, 

Gold Dutt tt c the Race ground where ati Honour's Won. 
Ho! your jt up! hat hall naked Objects here lie, 
nu huddled bt ivaps ?— Good your Fionour! they ory 
Too P t'atur 


Hor om [ 


Your Fonouury une chirity Ipate 7 
1:& 1% P$CCCTHLY '> COLMIMNONe | Ct [4.4 er. 


nkiogn Out-cals thu. nth ate found, 
Fu Pa. Hes cat 5 th #36 1 or to be ov n-4. 
Por he, in tome times, Von be laughed to Korn, 
Who biete wou aht, vet expect no Return, 
Witt Cou ti hike bowing the Secure s call, 
And oil r their Beuth, Sivol and tenen Elk Ball; 
aranung year Honour, th. te Cel f lan 
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Of Honour, of Freodoam, yet England can boult, 

And Honour and Freevornt's an Lng!ilhman'- toaft 3 
May Iniamy ever Deterten atten !, 

But Honour cvowa the who our Homouk elend. 


SONG XI. VIII. 
F 
(By G. A. STEVENS.) | 
Tunc,—7/c Jus in Virgen Lure Henc, 
. I) Homer Noc 10 | LON ;. act 
. And modern Bai of liven we know ; 
They date to dicam, and eam to write, 
Tun thus witn me tic other night. 
Stecping by al! fumni mund, 
M, thought * [1s in t! 105 14 | ts 190!» 3 
More properiv tv place bo rails 
The Learned la, it was 477 -1l. 


There Balingſgete. with 588 of b. ae, 
Andi Faction, tod on bras int as, 

While ſcurtil' Banter leer'd a eng, 

With face {-uſoron, an aol Jo tongue. 
Riat tice, with mouth Oietch 4 wile, 
On 2 ward u 2h TRULY: 

Spang'e 164g cr: the Ball, 

And MNomoer'o vhs rund Fs. Z Tal. 
Cre:ivl:: „„the uncut „e, | , 
Seat: in Tann tue; 

Dutt. | * isl . * 5 IF 4 l, 
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Miſs Aftedation made the rout, 

Debauch the ſick ning feall tet out; 

While Doctors waited Sy mptom's call, 
Ditcatc's vapours ſili'd Ferd. Hall 

The flupi Heirs of muck-muck'td land, 
With whecrins Gluttons throng'd the St: and 4 
Great ſport they kop'd, they long'd to ſec, 
Hecedlcts vw hat vicumn "tv. as to be. 

But wealthy Dunce jure the bell 

On Merit, When tt molt dittret'd; 

White Sate, chile Corcombs great and Ina! 
Paraded, einains, round FH l. 


Plain Truth app. ai, but at the tight 
They ſhrick'd, they cou d not bear the hight 
The Cu confin'd him in the Stocks, 

And Vitue prov'd not orthodox, 

Honour the parith pafs'd away, | 
And Wit was gaog' tor Felly's play , 

Deſerted Beauty, mock'd by all. 
The Beadles whip drove f. om F::{5-Hait. 4 
O' erwhelm'd with what I faw, I wept, 
And, happiiy, no longer flapt; 

Malice, methiought, had i'd my tears, 

Expoting me to Party's nete, 

Who tid, and hard me thro” the throng ; | 
| woke, ac was drag d along 
Here's Women, Mine, and Health; to all, 
Who [corn the cruud. that fill Fooli-Hall, 
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i S an Er-t man ought, | with well to my Kine, 
p i 1 * ; * 2 — _ * 
| | A+ an Loghthman ought, for my Country [ll ung, 
And my m: | 


T vill * > Ys p 4 

my m ! | will tell, tt a kingdom to me, 

By his birthright a Ersten dare thick and ſpeak tree. 
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My Hearts of Oak, tt;utly you call o. 


t for Freedom, 
Ani Liberty, P:onerry.rcally we 1 
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Bur don 5 guts lo 0d, againtt Br ib 1 v0 «Claim, 
Rogues wiil buy, but who elle, S 
blame? 


Sirs? then pray who's to 


F Ye 


80 HUMOROUS, DRINKING, AND 


Ye noiſe· mak ing, ſaſh-breaking, Lacqueys of Factions, 
Ye inlane Diſturbers. whe're bit by Dictraftions, 
Think what you're about, when the loudeſt you baul, 
Not a man that you're mad for but laughs at ye all. 


Who Patriots were once now are Patriots no more, 

And what has been, certainly may be, encore; 

Nay, have not ſome Buſtlers confel*'d their intentions? 
They open'd their mouths untill Mum popp'd in Penſions. 


To be wiſe is the word ; how that word comes about 
Is,—the wiſe are thoſe in, and the otherwiſe out; 

So imall's the diſtinction betwixt one another, 

When Outs become Ins, then they're wiſer than t'other. 


The World has, without one exception, a Rule, 

The rich Man's a wiſe Man. the poor Man's a Fool; 
And fooliſh he is, faith, face Money's the teſt, 
Who attempts not to get what will get all the reſt. 


Attend and depend thro' the year, ſo you may, 

And begin, walte and end the next juſt the fame way; 
As to promiſe on promiſe ſuch ſchemes I condema ; 
Folks will not ſerve us unleſs we can ſerve them. 


Let us now ſerve ourſelves, fill our Glaſſes, 5 high, 
We'll laugh when we're pleas'd, and we'll drink when we're 


dry; : 
And we'll drink the King's Health, "tis the beſt Toaſt of all 


Here's our Lord of the Manor in Liberty-Hall. 


SONG L. 


THE NORFOLK FARMER. 
(By G. A. STEVENS.) 


Tune, T marry'd, and happy, with wender hear this, 
HEN the early Cock crows at the Day's dappled 


dawn, | 
And ſoaring Lark thro' the air trills, | 
Ere yet the warm Sun drinks the dew: from the lawn, 
Or vapours uncover the — 4 
While Ploughmen are whilthng, as furrows they turn, 
And Shepherds releaſing their care, 
I riſe to unkennel, at found of the Horn, 
Or courſe, with my Greyhounds, the Hare. 


In 


— 
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LOYAL SONGS. 


za Spring-time obterving my Huſbandinen ſow, 
Then tee how my Vearlinge go on; 
Sometimes, riding round, mark ny Turnip-men hot 
Or in Barn what my Threthers have done. 
At home with the Parton, bout Markets | prate.. 
His Tythes, tho" I never delay; 
We properly each ſhou'd maintain ia his ſtate, 
The Vintyard-man's worthy his pay. 


My Milk-maids, at morn and eve, Dairy-cows pre:., 
For cultards, cream, puddings, and checie ; 
My Daughters keep market in neat but plain dreſe, 
And Dame too—but tis when ſhe'll pleatc. 
We never for Maſter or Miſtretsthip ſtrive, 
But Man and Wite's Lot ſhare and ſhare; 
As Gratitaude-tells us, in Friendſhip we lie, 
Do lo, ye Crim. Cons. if ye dare. 


My poultry is all by my good Woman bred, 
My Garden gives Rovts tor my Health, 
For London my Bullocks on beft fodder fed, 
Yet piach not the Poor for my Wealth. 
I've plenty of Game in my copſes and woods, 
My Flock on its Thyme feeding thrives ; 
With Fiſhes well ſtor'd are my ponds and my floods, 
And Honey frem yon' row of hives. 


What grateful Return is to induſtry made ? 
What Reward have the Bees for their Toil ? 

We boaſt of our Rights, yet, their Rights we invade, 
And ſeize on their Labours as Spoil. 

But ſuſtice to Power is oniy a name, 
Great Fiſhes devcur the lmall ; 


Great Birds, and great Beaſts, and great Men do the ſame, 


Till Death, the grand Robber, robs all. 


Content ſpreads my cloth, and ſays Grace after Meat, 
While Welcome attends at my board; 

No Outlandiſh Mixture ditguiſes my treat, 
My Wine my own Orchards aftord. 


With a Glaſsia my Hand, to Church, country, and King, 


drink as a Subject ſhoa'd do; 


Perhaps my Dame ſmiles, then one Song I muſt ſing, 
So, Sir, if you pleaſe, pray do you. | 
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SON LI. 
; Sn all - . 


Tune, —0% a Time I was great, now itt e am grown. 


USH the Bottle about, name the Toaſt, and away, 
With Wine be our Scntiments flowing; 
We idly grow old while we drinking delay, 
. Be merry, my Bucks, ani ke; doing. 
Keep doing I fay, fill it up to the brink, 
Tis a Trouble to talk, 'tis a Trouble to think, 
"Tis a trouble—no,no '—"tis a Pleature to drink. 
Prithee ring, we mult have t'other Bottle. 


Our Claſſic is Bacchus, his Volumes prefer, 

To all that's in old Arittotle ; 
But why, with quotationt, ſhou'd we make a ſtir * 
 We'!l ttir about britkly the Bottle. 
A Fool once to ſind how the Worid cou'd go round, 
Leap'd into the decp where the puppy was drown'd, 
But deep had he drank, he the ſecret had found, 

Such wonders are work'd by a Bottle. 


The Sportſman areus d when the Horn harks away, 
Shrill echo Tantwivy repeating, 
His warm wiſhing Wite clings around him to ſtay, 
But ſhouts put to ſilence entreating. 
Yet what is his Chace to the Chace that we boaſt? 
So, ho! here's a Bumper, hark, hark! to the Toaſt. 
Hit it og, and be quick, lett the ſcent ſhou'd be loſt, 
And we're caſt in the Chace of a Bottle. 


Let Heroes or Neros run mad after Fame, 
We're chart 'd and rang'd ready for battle; 
Let Flacemen perplex, and let Patriots declaim, 
Let both be 1n4ulg'd in their praitle 
But P:cachers o'er Liquor we always confute, 
Without 'tis the Toaſt, at our meetings we're mute, 
For what, without Vine, can be worth a ditpute, 
Except 'tis a Short-mealure Bottle. 


Shou'd Sickneſs with ſadd'ning Captivity join, 
The Ancients Ill equal in thinking; 
Bit al) my Philoſophy thou'd be my Wine, 
Deinuir 1 cefy when I'm drinking. 
Stood Death like a Drawer to wait on me home, 
Or, Bailiff-like, dare he ruſh into my room, 
I'd try fer one moment to tip him a Hum, 
While I bumper'd the laſt of my Bottle. 


SONG 
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SON G II. 
M Y N © $ E. 


(By G. A. STEVENS.) 


Tune,—An Aſs, an Aſs. 
HILEF people call'd Poets, in Blank Verſe, or Rhime 
Pindarics or Epics compole, | 
And celebrate Heroes in Sonnets ſublime, 
My ſubject is, ſimply, — my Noſe. 


The large Noſe and long one, thereby hasg: a Tale, 
A Tail the oid Scholialts tuppole ; 

Ex noſcitur Naſo—but Proverbs may fail, 
I find it, in faith, by my Note. 

The boys of Conceit bluſhing Merit deride, 
For Coxcombs are Movlelty's toes ? 


I challenge the ſons and the daughters cf Pride 
To move ſuch a muſcular Noe. 


Prometheus, tis ſaid, form'd our Animal Clay, 
For quick'ning to ther he roſe ; 

I fear that ſome Prentice, when he was away, 
A little aſide ſhov'd my Nole. 


I preſume,—but perhaps, 'tis preſumption to ſay, 
I even pre ſurne to ſuppoſe, | 


I ſhou'd ſet myſelf up in the Song-finging Way, 
Whea | ought to t down with my Nole. 


My Song therefore ends, now a Toaſt with your leave 
May Wiſdom our Councils compole, 


May Britons be Friends, and forget and forgive, 
Aad at Faction each turn vp his Noſe. 


SON G Lt. 
C0000 0 0. i. 
(By G. A. STEVENS.) 


Tune, — Ti cold flinty Heart it 11 you who tave wvarm'd, 
MITE Winter has left u:, with all its chill train, 


And fru.tful Spring puts forth its buds o'er the plain ; 
The Birds their glad welcome by warblinys exprets, 


All Nature ſeems pleas'd at the change of her drei-. 
73 | Bw 
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Let us take example, and merrily ſing, 

Each moment at Midnight t us is new Spring 

Our green cover'd Vale, a Ga:den tor Sous, 

Our Notte ga, s are Bumpers we gather trom Bowls, 

With Daite:, witn Krag cups, the me wlows are crown'd, 
But Blooms trum Bacchus var Vertwe turround 
®Tis Ein -In luck Lite tor, which only Bucks kuow, 
As iv. Lethe can ta avost him when we go. 


When config, no matter ts us all the fun, 

Inc int tenge Wa la, Or the droil things we've done » 
Futwuic Fainec's 41 « Le ——'m tor Lite's pretent treat, 
What's to come nay oe uit, tor Le- muiow's a Cheat. 


* Tis certain that, one by one, au mult relgn 

The poit of true ploature, tian, Wornen, and Wine, 
Think, L.atics, what Lite is, and Liv.ng improve, 

To bilk the baute woims, Cette Beauty on Love, 


As we ought, we u reflect on Lite's pierture and pain, 

We have liv, diank, and lev's, we'll repeat them again. 
White beni es depend on Abtilty & ard 

But Faculy's tailings, hue Sextun, your ſpade, 

I have ata trom laſtindt, I've liv'd upon Whim, 

A to P. win —t co) ty I ce drank with him 

With the Sun tu | ve os round the Butt.e in Tune, 

Ad have .a.vur'd ail Night with Queen Miwuwite the Moog: 


As to ting—why, Repcniance well thorten our ſcore, 
Tic lowelt rave hopes, a the hee hett no mare 3 

We peak a> ve tec}, and we act a+ we think, 

Ani to Men of lech Metonods a Bumper we'll drink. 
Heie's to thule who, like us, AttcQations dety, 

Not Spendth its of ate, not like Miters wou'd dye? 
Wen call'y on tv pay, calm y calt up expence, 

e ad drink their lalt Voali—A guod Journey hom hence, 


8 © NG - L. 


T BH: J Ba 8 BY Ob 
(EY G. A. STEVENS.) 


Tuns,—Cme, ye careleſs, come and hear me. 
LE the Pail tuppoiting Bearers, 
All in Unde taker's thew , 
des the train of Sabte-wearere, 
Acting yy Move of wor, 


Syent 
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Silent crouds the (pet ſurrounding, 
Ca! 'd the Grand Reverver's Dome; 
Ditm il tiling ene luunding, 
Follow Muortal:, tuitow Home. 


Lit ! oh litt! ye State Declaimers, 
Jn whote wo: ds tne many dwell, 
Place-beliova inc, Patiiot tamers, 
Hk on hire! tts Grandeut's Knelli. 
He: alils oud p! oclaim the Hunvurs 
Which this once puitſint pati, 
Tell his Titles, count his Mano! s, 
Lord of oniy this at latt. 


View the Tomb with Sculpture ſplendid, 
View the Sod with Briars bound 
There the Farce of Fic y's ended, 
All are equal under ground. 
| Faſhions there, there Euvy « baniſh'd, 
BSzauties there can picad no forms, 
There Precedencics are vaniih'a, 
Oilals ail to odious worms, 


Wife tolks, weak ones, poor, and wealthy, 
Tegant untemitting Graves, 

Haughty, hurnbie, lick, and healthy, 
Britain's ſons, and Atia's flaves. 

Gloom no more the brow with iorrow, 
Mert the moment, come what may; 

It we're all to dye To morrow, 
Let us live, my Lade, To-day, 


We'll not lavith Lite's expences, 
Nor be N:gyards when we pay; 

Let us picale, not pail our Senes, 
Tits is Reaton's holiday, 

He:c, to Dances bid defiance, 
Aﬀectations diſapprove , 

Here's my loaſt,.— he grand alliance, 
Fricndſhip, Freedom, Wit, and Love, 


Ss GN G iV. 


THE COBLER OF CRIPPLEGATE. 
(Bv G A. STEVENS.) 
Tune,- Had pretty Mi bern at a Dancing-Schecl bred. 
HO” a Cobler is cail'd nut a low occupation, 


The practice of cobling is come info farkion, 
From me up to thoſe «he wou's cobble the nation. 


Same 
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Some ſay that Old England wants heel-piecing, true, 
Our Country is t1od upon like an old Shoe, 
And may Heel-pieces want, aye, and Head-pieces too. 


One, vamping our old Conſtitution pretends, 
And turn and tranſlate is to ferve lelt and friends, 
All this is but botching to ſerve their own Ends. 


Each Roof in this Iſland with Liberty rings, 
The Good of their C.untry each Party-man fings, 
The Senſe of that Phraſe 1s, -, Country's good Thioge 


If I, but how ſhou'd I the State have a hand in? 
Good touls I'd be picking, the bad be diſbanding, 
And then we ſhou d come to à right unferitanding. 


Apainſt Want the cunning man wiſely provides, 
A Storm ſhunning ſhepherd beneath a buſh hides, 
So as the Times change we arc ſure to change Sides. 


With my Awl in my hand PII Old England defend, 
Giving rm to my betters who've much room to mend, 
May they ſoon become better, or ſoon have an end. 


To thoſe that are heedleſs what here may miſhap, 
Their hearts are as hard as the Stone in my lap, 
They're taking their ſwing, wou'd their ſwing was my Strap. 


I begin to wax warm, fo I'll cloſe up my ſeam, 
Or elſe I cou'd hammer out fuch a fine theme, 
It was about ſornething I ſaw'd in a dream. 


To my Laſt I am come, and that ſhall not laſt long, 
So that is the laft of a poor Cobler's Song, 
May they now be right who tili now have been wrong. 


SON G LVI. 
TM x H U M. 
(By G. A. STEVENS.) 


Tune,— P./> about the brit heul. 


USH about the briſk Bowl, "twill enliven the beart, 
While thus we ft round on the —Stay ! 
What buſineſs have I an old Song to impart, 
Wben l, Sirs, a gew one can ſay, can ſay, 
Vben I, Sire, a new one can ſay. 


What 
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What (hall I firſt ſay, or what ſhall I firſt du? 


hu beſt will my bad voice become? 
Wh; taith, rs, | I! tre by my veries to ſhew, 
That lite 1s, alas' but a Hum.“ 


Children weep at their birth, and old men when they dye, 
At {cath the mot happy look glum 
At our eatrance and exit we eyually cry, 
Winch proves our ite's plainly a Hum. 
Law in Phyfic you fee will make ture of the fre, 
What 4atvice to vuy gratis will come ; 
If pohr, zou are lik, the” merit you boaſt, 
For Werth without Wealth is a Hum. 
Acquiintance pet nd that our fortunes they Il mend, 
And vow to your 1c: vice they come 
But be vou in nee, and out hnd that indeed, 
Modern Fiicndilih 1, metcl, 3 Hum, 
When tore Ladies kneel, ima devotion they feel, 
(But let us te modes ant mum) 
At the altar they tow, but tis only for ſnew, 
Religion with them 2 Hum, 
We are hum'd from ou: bi:th, till vere hum'd igto earth, 
To an end of ou: jukes then we come: 
Take y ou! glals, ny ori brother, and Vii take another, 
Aud thus mate the molt ot a Hum, x liom, 
Aad let's make thy call of a Hum 


1 LVII. 
1325555 „5 ep Wh 
(By CG... A. STEVENS.) 
Tune, — I will rel! yu what, Friend. 
INCE at jait l am RI, 
Contocnte:! I'll ve, 
O'cr briars barctuute togo, 
Or leit in the rain. 
Upon Sal'ſbury plain, 
Or It without cloaths iu the ſnow. 


Or it [| ſhould perch 

On top at Pau''s church, 
The hutteſt day, juſt about noon, 
; Al:cide the crols tat, 

Without hood, or hat, 
I'd whittle off pain with a tune. 


Fer 
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For now lam rr, 
No low ſpirits for me, 
I laugh at all croſſes I find; 
I think as U pleaſe, 
And reflect at my eaſe, 
For Liberty lies in the mind. 


To my Fancy I hve, 
And what Fancy can give, 

I enjoy, tho' it is but a dream, 
Oblerve the world through, 
Do others purſue 

Aught elſe than a fanciful ſcheme ? 


Some fancy the Court, 
Some fancy Field-ſport, 
The chaſe of a Beauty ſome chuſe ; 
The Topers with Wine, 
The Miſers with Coin, 
And Poets are pleas'd with their Muſe. 


L. Mancha's mad Knight, 
With Wind-mills wou'd fight, 
Like him our attempts are a jeſt; 
With envy inſane, 
And with projects ſo vain, 
Each tneers at the ichemes of the res. 
This Extrav 
On Folly or Faacy, 
Appears to be rather too long; 
MP With ſomething that's ſhrewd, 
I wiſh to conclude, 
And make this an Epigram Song. 
In a Point it muſt end, 
On a Point I depend, 
And like a ſtaunch Pointer I'll ſtand ;. 
I appoint you to ſing, 
I appoiat you to ring, 
And a Scotch Pint of Claret command. 


SONG LVIIL 
TOM © BEDLAM. 

(By G. A. STEVENS.) 
Tune,—Toung Feckey he courted ſtoeet Megg the Brunette. 


ARE-FOOT and Head-bare, his blanket tight ſkewer'd, 
B Tom o' Bedlam paraded, erect as my Lord; 
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The boys left their play, at his ragg-dnelſs ſcar'd, UL 
The mob pity ſtruck, at his miſery ittar'd. 

Girls laugh'd, and the fops, faſhion-form's for the day, 

Shrill ſcreaming on tiptoe ſtole trembling away; 

9. While iatants crept cloſe, in their mothers arms hid, 

Tom, Beauty- like, mov'd, heedleſs what harm he did. 


« Where's the Devil“ quoth Tom © where's the Devil I ſay? | 

Goo folks, have you not ſeen the Devil to day?“ 

A Brother, juſt cur'd, cries— “ Where Old Nick doe: 
dwell, : 

Came hither, ['ll ſhew you; look there is his Hell. 

Behold thoſe round Pillars with Ram's-horns on top, 

A Palace ſome call it, | ſay tis his ſhop. - 

Attendance, Dependance, there move round and round, 

And where ſuch a dance is, the dainn'd muſt be found. 


The Fiend of Revenge, this vile torment made out, 
Twixt Hope and Deſpair, to hang ſouls up in doubt. 
Expectation indeed may fill Vanity's head, 

But poor muſt we live when by Promiſes fed. 

I honour the Great, who dare greatly behave, 

I diſſent not from Pique, nor aſſent as a Slave, 

For Engliſhmen ſcorn baſe earn'd bread to receive,” 
Such a damn'd life, quoth Tom, I'll be damn'd if 1 live. 


That moment a Methodiſt came to the place, 

Hair tuck'd behind ears, and Zeal's cant on his face; 

He threaten'd, he groan'd, he grimac'd and he whin'd, 
The mad fellows mounted and ſeiz'd him behind. 

The multitude queſtion'd wh he was us'd thus; 

He has broke out, quoth Tom,—he's, you ſee, one of us. 
To their Hoſpital dragg'd him, he there was unloos'd, 
Tom cry'd out—At Bedlam is madnefs refus d? 


His Comate reply'd—Brother Tom, do not fret, 
| The world only works now for what it can get; 
Suck fad objects as we are, it cares not about, 


( What has Intereſt to do, with us two, in or out ? 
: But this a Decoy Duck, who brings in great gains, 
And tunnels his hearers by turning their brains. 
| | If he's ſtopp'd, folks will follow ſome miſchief as bad, 


| For one way or other, the world will be mad. 


Here's a bumper, my boys, may we ſtill find the way, 
To ſpeak what we know, and to know what we ſay. 

Ye big wigs of Greſham, ſome Noſtrum compound, | 

To keep our Heads clear and preſerve our Heart: found. 


_ May 


co HUMOROUS, DRINKING, AND 


May Greatneſs and Goodneſs as partners agree, 

May our ſons, like ourſelves, ſocial ſing, r art rate ! 
And may we, telt conſcious, preſumption deſpiſe, 

Nor e'er be to mad as to think ourſelves wile. 


SONG LIX. 


CIVE THE DEVIL HIS DUE. 
(By G. A. STEVENS.) 
Tune, — Te take in gred part the heft ſqueeze, Wc. 
HERE is one thine, my triends, I mult offer to you, 
Ties, Give to Old Nick, what to Old Nick is duc; 
What he owes to us, | can venture to lzy, 
Like a Dzmon of Rank, upon Honour he'll pay. 


Tho' you ſmile at my ſeſtem, and ſneer at my ſong, 
His Worthip's allow'd to be Prince of Bon Ton; 
Now thus lies the bus'nels, Sirs, as we're polite, 
And practiſe good manne1s, pray what is his right? 


The Devil is in you's a phrate daily us'd, 

Yet oft, by tuch language, the Devil's abus'd. 

Tho' lome hotluw heats may have much room to ſpare, 
The Devil himteht would got chute to dwell there. 


Some people ati. & with this world to be fick, 

And give tfemivives up in a pet to Old Nick; 
Devil fetch me! they cry, but it Satan they knew, 
His Honour has much better bu-*ucts to do. 


Tho' of Carknets he's King, he's 2 prince of the air, 
And with his Infernal we font d deal tair ; 
The cheartal Gav's rul'd by the Angel of Light, 
And the Levil (Lord blet> us) is Monarch of Night. 


His torturing ſpirits around him av air, 

As v. tchmen attend on the conftabic's ſtate; 
Thute im ps of authority tally in (hoals, 

And p:nnylols Hrumpets dag in as damn'd fouls, 


The hell upon cath. and 's dev liſh diſeaſe, 

Is poverty f ining, ang lei on ſot tees; 

Decp in daiknet>, that dot we ca money was hid, 
A proof that the uſe on't tou was 4% bid. 


But Pinto, the Devil's ot heath cn ſh vate, 
wourkt it torth Ham bels, 25 +: van tor ſhame. 
Perſuaſion, T-mptation, attch-ed the. 

Till all have becu bid tor, auy iew a: uaſold. 


— — 


— - 


_ 
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We are Dev lifhly odd, in a Dev'liſh odd wav. 
Since brite as bribe can there's the Devil to pay : 
The Devil of Party makes damnable ront, 

Tho' the Devil! a bit can we fe!l what about. 


May Satan terre thele who by purchaſe deceive, 
May they take the fame road who ſuch things receive, 
But may we mreſerve nente Men, tho? they're tow, 
Export all the retl, give tne Dewil bis due. 


SO N LX. 
Tune. Cebler there dot. 


LL you that have heard of the Sign of the Px, 
Y In Great Br—w—r's Street, there's a Lodge of queer 
Buch.. 
\Wio're rul'd by a Grand of exceeding fine Parts, 
Who chatter: twect Nothings, yet wins all their Hearte., 
Detry, Down, Down, &c. 


At mighty Lxpence, as himſelf hath declar'd, 

(or neither ixpences, nor Pains has he fpar's) 

He has brought this good Lodge to almolt Perfection, 
For whic! they have made him their Grand by Election, 


Like an Idol, he's plac'd, white his Proiclites, they 
Muſt gin tneir Aprlaulc unto all he can ſay; 

Like the Cub in the Fable. when he c'er means a Joke, 
His Audience applaud i', before he has Icke. 


A« Ninifters, bent upon Schemes that are vile, 

Wir "re retolv'! ty have nothing bat Fools in the while, 
Or Knives, who will caly, by Bribes come about, 

£3 be was relolved to keep all the reſt out. 


In all his Diſcourſe, he is wite to a Fault, 

And lavithes AL ail the Wit ke bis wat; 

That, dis o be teat? d, when his W:jdora's all ment, 
Heil get none hem thole, where tf my tc las lent. 
Triumphant he fits, in a vey, fine Chir, 

In midit of a Council, „re ail mich clear; 
With Trinkets of Tin, that hang wnler their Throats, 
As low as the Beard of 1h min 


. , ol. Lens. 


Could you fee this gay Seen, in ite fall Doooritiong 
And hear the fine (rand, make a Loatrod Ocition, 

* . * * ” — 
With his Council all gaping, to cette hows Sine. 


Like Wat-work in Toy-thops, fo fan; ut e 


2 


„ „ 


OY # 
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Io years nad be reign, in this Moc! F of State, 
WE the Guils 3 Repentance began to Gate; 

hey Iv. tm. uh Ins ty per bol „ Tricks, ani his Cant, 
That tu trick em of None, Vat Ali ke did wart. 


Win that, they relolv'd that they won't him depui. , 
And, at their FLiceti on, another the, hole: 

Which gave his;,ood Wo: thipthe Hip, and the Steen. 
I: had tali'd him, bat that—ther had Milted the Scene 


F.;c here they procecded, with mighty great P'other, 
Topuil dovn his Honour, and put up another ; 

But, O, their Condition! they loon tourd (ala “) 
No Beat in their Books 0 proper an . 


Then all, with wry Faccs, that fhew'd their Concern, 
To their former obedience, (dd pretently turn, 

And humbly (in Form) did his Worthip implote, 

To Rule, and Als-ride them, as he did betol e. 


To this, the good Creature ſoon gave his Ailent, 
But bray'd a Reproof, tor their late Liicontent; 
Then, «(cendes the Throne, which himicit had creed; 
Where youu may bow dow a— s above is directed. 
Derry, down, down, &c. 


| $0 N 8 LAY. 
T Wincheſter there was a Wedding, 


Tuc iike was never ſcen, 

Tu nt lutty Ralph of Reading, 

And buauy biack Belts of the Green: 
The Fiddicrs were crowding beit, 

Each Lis was as fine as « Queen : 
There Was a Hundred and more, 

For all the whole Country came in, 
B.’ Rubia lei Roe fo fair, 

She look like 2 Lilly o'th” Va'e, 
Ana raidv-{ac's Harry ici Mart, 

And Roger led tounacing Nell. 


V.:ith Temmy came ming Kats , 
He he'd het over che Ste, 
And tvore there vil noncl re 
In terty and forty long?! 

hit gane 4a greun (ene SOS 
Ang lent her his nlads ts, ie, 

But Jenn: v. 45 ice Ly W. at's, 
Fi leu ing bite tac Þ the Ry. 


9 
1 
— 


— 
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| With bib, and rote, ny boi d. 

The Lad were fo. britk. an jv 
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| and now they hid din d, 27 ancit} 


5 
| late the midit of the Ida, 
| The Tidlers druck up four Dancing, 
And Jeremy le up the Bal!: 
But Marge:y lept a Quarrel, 
A La! that was preud of ker Pelf, 
"Cauſe Arthur hd ttolen her Guter, 
And {xe he wou'd tie it huntel. : 
She ſtrugul'd, and Muſh'd, and trau ad, 
Aud rrady with Anger cen. 
Cauſe Arthur in tying het (unter. 


ti at llipt his Hand teo 14h 


Arid ne d for throwing dae Stoit 
The R.ide a var was be 


j » 
gout 3 
4 


i NE Briere: mm QT mu big 


Fir Kin es tour tem ty DB 2: 


—_ 
9 1 


7 0 4. \ i * 
Lut R. .me Min 1 
9 . 4 1 1 3 
Mo! . ends: de * 11 © 


T:ic viiic that ti Wile was with Willy 
A bla, ing at iivoper's:hice ; 

Ary now the warm Gatte bepics, 
Tac critical Minute was come, 

An Chatting, and Bil. ine, ard Ki- zz, 
Vent mertilz round the Roben. - 


Pe:t Strephi,n was kind to Betty, 
Ant blitlie as ed in the Spring ; 
And teromy wa to to Katy, 
Ard V-edded ber with a: Ruſh- Rix: 
CG 2 


Cos 
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Sukic that danc'd with the Cuſhion, 

An hour trom the Room had been gone, 
And Bunaby new by her Bluſhing, 

Tiat lome other Dance had deen done : 

And thu of fifty fair Maiden:, 

That came to the Wedding with Mey, 
Scarce five of the Hiſty were left ye, 

Tat 1 did rctutu again. 


S OO N G L XII. 
Tune, —.2 Soldier cord 4 Sa. 
Dean and Prebendary 
Ha late a new Vagatr, 
And were at doubtful Strite, $:-, 
.o led the better Life, Sir, 
And was the better Mr. 


The Dean he ſaid that truiy, 

Since Bluft was io unruly, 

He'd prove it to his Face, Sir, 

"Tizat he kid the mull Grace, Sir, 
And is the Fight began, c. 


Then Preb tepli'd like Thander, 
And roar'd out, was no Wonder, 
$ince Goes the Dean had three, Sir, 
And more by two than ne, Sr, 
For he bad got bet one, &. 


Now whilit theſe two were raging, 
And in Diſputes engaging, 
The Maſter of the Charter 
Said both had caught a Tartar, 
For Gods, Sir, there were none, 


That all the Pooks of Moſes 
Were nothigg but Supfoſes; 
That he delerv'd Reveke, Sir, 
Wi wiote the Pentateuch, Sir, 
Tat nothing but 2 Sham, cc. 


That as fer Father Adam, 
And Mes, Ie tis Malin, 
And what the Serpert ipcke, Sit, 


Tas nothing but a Joke, Sir, 
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Thu - in this Battle- royal, 
A“ none would take Denial, 
The Dame for which they love, Sir, 
Could neither of them love, Sir, 
Nor neither could convinct, Sc. 


She there fore ie wi aiting. 
Lett "Ir the ww 1 7 a * eng ; 
Ai being in 2 Frint e, this 


Relig n tos. TIT 3 ' Th Sir, 
And nc'er wat i.card of ſince, &c, 


1 XIII. 


Pox on the Timer, 
Let em go 2+ they will, 
Tho the Taxes ary 219022 % ea) Y3 
Our H. ats e ont on, 
And frall be 4 l, 


Drint, avcut my Boy , ati be merry. 


Let no Man defpal, 
But drive away Care, 
And drown all jour Sorrow with Claret: 
We'll never repine, 
So give us good Wine, 
Let eim take al! ont Dr, we can fpare it. 


We value not Chirk, 
Unleiz to buy Diinle, 
Q; purchaſe us inntcent Pleaſure; 
When ti me we nee fret, 
So we Liquor cin get, 
Fur Mirth uf tet i> a Treaſure. 


No Nliſetr can be, 
So happy x-'we, 
Thy" compa!s'd with Riches he wallow : 
Dan 204 Night he's in Fear, 
And never without Care, 
Wale neching ditturbs the good Fellow. 


Come |] up the Glaſe, 
And round let it pals, 
Tor Natwe daeth Vacuums decline; 
Drown the ipruce formal Als, 

That“ afraid of his Face, 
We'll drink till our Nofes do ſuine. 
G 


? 
— 
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: 
BY 
1 


66 HUMOROUS, DRINKING, A 


While we've plenty of this, 
We can ne'er Co amiſe, 

"Tis an Antidote agzioſt our Ruin; 
nd the Lao that drinks moſt, 
With Honour may boatt, 

He fears neither Death ner Undoing 


e EXIV. 


Damſcl, I'm told, 
| Ot delicate Mold, 
Whoſe Father was dead, to enrich her, 
| Of all her fine Thing“, 
Lace, Ribbons, zad Ringe, 
Priz'd nothing ſo much 2% her Twitcher, poor Gitt, 
Priz*d nothing fo much 2+ her Twitcher, 


he Youths all aroun 1, 
With Courtchip protoun ?, 
Try'd every Art to bewitci her 
But the was lo chaſte, 
She'd not be embrac'd 
By any Thing elſe but her Twitcher, pocr Giri, 
By any Thing, &c. 
Fach ofcr'd his Pelf, 
In Exchange for herſelf, 
If to him the Parton might ftitch her; 
Put All he reply'd, 
She'd rover be ty'd 
To any Tling die but her Twitcher, poor Gir“. 4 
To any Thing, &c. | 


But Cupid, grown wild, 
To ſec himtelf ſoil'd, 

Reſolv'd to find Way: to bewitch her, 
Ana humble her Prive, 
Whatever betide, 


He fcorn'd to give way to the Twitcher, poor C11, 
He icorn'd, &c. 


Briſk Strephon, the Young, 
Whote amorous Tongue 
War baited with Words to bew itch herz 
The God did rrepare, 
To combat the Fair, 5 
And try'd to out- rival her Twitcher, p60: (G!:., 
Anc id. Ee, 


Yours 


- OBDeeo oo -——— 
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' Young Strephon Grew nigh ber, 
Ani fluſh'd with Detice, 
Try'd Ries and Oaths to bewitch her, 
He prattl'd and toy 4, 
But till ſhe reply'd, | 
Piſh, let go the Hold of my Twitcher, poor Girl, 
Piih, let go, &c. 


Put this cunning Spat k., 
So Well took his Mark, 
He found out the Way to o'er-rcach het , 
He gave her a Trip, 
Which happen'd to flip 
The myitical Knot of her Twitcher, poor Gir, 
The myſtical, &. 


And thus having ended 
The Thing he intended. 
Who knows what be did to bewitch her, 
She cry'd, No, no, no; ; 
But vet I can't go: 
Now do «hat you will with my Twitcher. dear Bo-, 
, Now do, &. 


J 


S Celadon once from his Cottage did ſtray, 
To court his dear Jug on 2 hitlock of Hay, 
What aukward confufion oppret«s'd the poor ſwain, 
When thus he deliver'd his nation in pain. 


* 
O ſoy of my heart, and delight of my eves, 
Sweet Fug, tis for thee taithiui Celadon es: 
My Pipe I've forſaken, tho* reckon'd ſo ſweet, 0 
And fleep:ing or waking thy name I reveat. 1 28 
ö When ſwains to an aleboute iy force do me lug, 
Inſtead of a Pitcher, I cait tor a Jus; 


And ſure you can't chide at repeziu ing vour name, 
When the Nightingale every night does the fame 


Sweet Jug he a hundred times o'er does repeat, 
Which makes people fan, that his voice is lo ſweet, 
Ah! why doſt thou laugh at my forrewful tale? 
Too well I'm affur'd tizat my words won't prevail: 


For Roger, the thatcher, poſſeſſes thy breaſt, 
As he at our lalt Fa e upper confeſt, 
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T own it, favs Jug, he has gotten my heait, 
His lo carling hair {cok lo pretty and imat. 


His eye are ſo black, and his cheet< arc. fo red, 

They prevail more with me, taan ail youu have tad; 
Tho' you court me, and kits me, and do what Hue. 
"Twill üguify nothing, for Roger's the man, 


SN. . 
A Very pretty fancy, a brave gallanta iho wc, 


A very pretty fancy 4 brave gallanta ſhore, 
F. jutte come from Fiancc, a very pretty tan. 
E juitc come fom France, toute nouveau. 


De firſt tine be de true picture of de great magniſcent Cty of 
Londlre, 
Dat fl every part of de vorld vid turprize, j/loaiure, a0 
vonder, . 
He: c de cunning French, de vile Italian and Spartari unte, 
And vete can de go dite, morbleau, to get quarter oi. ie in 


And for de Diverſions, dat make a de pleaſure tor ths nom 
town, 

Dey be iv many, to ſine, fo pleaſant, lo cheap a: ncover ven 

| knovn; 

Here be de Hay-Market, vere de Italian Opera do ties 


loun, 

at cod a ce brave Centry po more as two hundred thouland 
found. 

Here be de famous comeviens of de vorld, de troupe 
Italien. 

Dat inake 2 d poor Enyiiin veep, becauſe den vil troupe home 
a Ain z; 

De toder place be Mademoitelle Violanté ſhew a touſand 
trick; ; 

She jump upon de rope ten orie hight and never bicak ker 
neck. 


Here be de viſe managers thew all de viſiom of deir 
brain, 

Dat make a de fine ting o Vagnar and Abericock in Druid 
Lanc, : 

See how dey turn about, tor deir own Diverſion, in de flving 
chair: : | : 

80 prodir:ous catertainment vil never be dis touſie! 
year, 5 


SONG 


LOYAL SONGS. 


S O-N CG I XVII. 


MITHER. 
ULD Rob. Morr:+ that wins in yon glen, 
He's the King of good tellows, and ot auld men, 
Has fourlcore black ſheep, and touricore too; 
Auld Rob. Morris is the man ye maun 1oo. 


DOUCHTER 
Ha'd your tongue, mither, and let that abee, 
For his cild and my c1ild can never agree 
They'll never agree, and that will be cen, 
For he is fourſcore, and l'm but titicen. 
ITTH RE R. 
Hd your tongue, donghter, and lay by your pride, 
For he's be the bridegroom, and ye's be the beide, 
Re thall lie by your fide, and kils ye too; 
Auld Rob. Metis is the man ye maun loo, 


DOUGHTE:R;.. 
Auld Rob, Morris 1 ken him fou wecl!, 
His 1— it Nicks out like ony pot creel, 
He's cut-thinn'd, in-knee'd and ringle-ey'd too; 
Auld Rob. Morris is the man I'll ne'er loo. 


MIT HE R. 
Tho" aul Rob. Morris be an elderly man, 
Yet his auld brats it will buy a new pan; 
Then, doughter, ye ſhoudna be ſae ill to thoo, 
For auld Rob. Morris is the man ye maun loo. 


DOUGHTER. 
Fit avld Rob, Morris | never will hae, 
Lis back is fac fff, and his beard is grown grey; 
} kad titter die than live wi” him a year 
dae mair of Rob, Morriz | never will hear. 


S © N 8 LXVIII. 


W'ig that's full, 
| An empty Kull, 
& bot ot Burgamot , | 
A Fat ner made | 
To tit las head, | 
No mere than that to plat. 


A hand that's uhute; 
rin; that' right, 


A 1 ord 


A ſecord,, Kk nat, patch, and feathet: 
* WERE linie, 
And yioands an oil, 

Do ve; y well together. 


A imatch ot French, 
And none oftenle, 
Alconqusring ans and racy 
A tune that this, 
A leer that ki: 
Stein Rehts ard botow'd phrafes. 
A chart 21't, 
To wat en 11 f, 
An 3v > v.aty! parc and carriage 
Kein tuur, 
June lc wv Fore, 
And mercena”y marriage. 
A liber Fam, 
— — je, Mam, 
A ſmock- face, tho“ a mann'd one, 
A peaceful (word, 
Not one wite word, 
But ſtate and prate at rancom. 


Dune, baſtards, claps, 
And am'tous tcraps 
Of Cxlia and Amadisz 
Toſs up a beau, 
That grand razovutf, 
That hodye-podze for the ladies. 


Ss 0-6 LXIX. 
\ Pedlar proud, as I heard tell, 


| He came iato a toun; 
With certain wares he hall to fell, : 
Which he cry'd up and dawn: 
And tirlt of all he did begin 
With ribbande, lace-, points, or pins, 
Gartering, girdlipg, tape, or 3iictings 


, . j 
I. ide, 45) CO.) Ras. 


I have ot your Enc pe: fur”! glover, 
Anu mac ot the beit doc ein A 

Such at young men Co vive. their love... 
View they thei tavour win: 

Beſides, he had riany a prettier thing, 
Thau 11bbands, &.. 
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EOT NI. 0 Nals 


There ei VOUr ane neck acc „ 
X ever vou did bela Y 
Ant ot Y Our 11 K handkeretucfo 
Taat are lac'd round with gold: 
Buinles, he bay many a pietiier taing, 
Than rioband, S&c. 


Good fellow, fays one, and ſiniling late, 
Vour meatwe does lomewhat pinch, 

B. fide, you meature at luch a rate, 
It wants abo-c an inch. 

Ani then ke thew'd her a pretiier thing, 
Tian rib and, es. 


The lay was plear'd with what the had ſecn. 
And vou J. and did Mtelt 7 

Uniets he'd ſhow 1t ker once again, 
She ne'er thou'd be at test: 

Wan chat he ſhew'd her @ prettier thing, 
Than ibbande, S&c. 

With that the pedlar began to hutt, 
An. tid his meature was good, 

I: that the plead to try his ſtufl, 
And take it whiilt it flood : 

And then he gave her a prettier thing, 
Than ribbau:, &c. 

Good fel on, faid the, when you come again 
Pray bring good [tore of Ware; 

Aa tor new cuſtomers do not ling, 
Fer I'll take all and to pate! 

With that the hugg'd kis prettier thing 
Than ribbaude or laces, points, or, Occ. 


SONG: LAS; 


Soldier and 1 Sailor, 
K luker and a az lor, 


Had cacc 4 Coubttul Brite, fit, 

Io mate a raad 2 wit, ſir, 
Vl. anime wa vuxom Joan ; 

Por no tie time n ene 

„nen ſhe no one intended 

a iick her {199% 137 man, ſir, 

dor zn the ſheet in vain, tir, 
And ue a-nighte one, 


The Soldier lere like thunder 
He t9v'd her more than plunder, 
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And ſhew'd her many a ſcar, fir, { 
Which he had brought from far, tir, 
In fighting for her ſake. g 
The Taylor thought to pleaſe her, 
By oft ring her his meaſure; 


Said he wou'd mend her kettle, 
And ſtop up ev'ry leak. 


But while thele three were prating, 
"The Sailor lily waiting, 
Thought if it came about, fir, 
That they ſhould all fall ont, fir, 
He then might play his part: 
And juſt e'en 2+ he meant, fir, 
To loggerheads they went, fir, 
And then he let fly at her 
A thot 'twixt wind and water, 
Which won this fair maid's heart. 


$0 0 LXXI. 


Cobler there was, and he liv'd in a ſtail, 

Which terv'4 him for parlour, for Kitchen, aud hall, 
No coin in his pocket, nor care in his pate, 

No ambition had he, and no duns at his gate. 

Derry down, Sc. 


Contented he work'd, and ke thought himſeli happy, 
If at night he co:ld purchaſe a jugs of brown nappy ; 
How ke'd laugh then, and whiltle, and ſing too molt [weet, 
Saying juit to a hair have I made both ends meet. 
Derry down, &c. 
But love, the diſturber cf high and of low, 
That ſoot at the pealant, az well as the beau; 
He thot the peor coller quite thorough the heart, 


I with he hid hit ſorne more ignoble part. 
Derry dewn, &c. 


It was from 1 cellar this archer did play, 

Where a buzzom young damtel continually Jay 

Her cyes (hone fo bright, when ſhe roſe ev'ry day, 

That ſhe ſhot the poor cobler quite over the way. 
Derry down, Sec. 


He ſung her love tongs as he ſat at his work, 
But ſhe waz as hari as a Jew or a Turk: 
Whenever he ſpake ſhe would flounce and would fieer, | 
Which put the poor cubler quite into defp :ir. 
Derry donn, XC. | e | 


The Tinker too, with metal, | | 


FA me iy, 2 
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1 took up his aul that he had ia the world, 
And to make away with himtelt was relulv's ; 
He pierc'i thro his body inttead ot ns ole, 
So the cobler he dy ' d, and the be'l it did tol! 
Derry down, Ac. | 
And now in good will, | adviic, 42 triend, 
All cobler: take warning by this cobler's end : ; 
Keep your hats out of jove, tor we find by what's pal, 
That ove brings us all to an cad at the le!?. 
Der!ty Gown, oc. 


S ON 8 I. XXII. 


RM, airy, the generous Biitons cry, 
Let us live tree, or let us die; 

Trumpets lounding, banncr> flying, 
raving tyrant:, chains detying : 
Arm, am, the generous Buitons cry, 
Let us live tice, or let us die; 

Libert; ! Liberty 

Liberty ' Liberty 


80 N * 
| Taylor, good Lord, in the time of vacation, 
When cabbage was ſcarce, and when pucket Was lows 
Lor the take of good liquor pretended a paſſion, 
To one that fold ale in Cuckoldly Row 

Now a loule made him itch ; 

Here a {cratch, there à ſtitch, 

And ſing cucumber, cucamber ho. 


One day ſhe came up, whca at work in his garrct 
To tell what he ow'4 that his Icore ne might knows 
Says he, it is all very right I declaie it; 
Says the, then I hope you will pay ere I go? 
Now a loute, Sc. f 
Says prick-loute, my jewel, | love you molt deariu, 
My breatt ev'ry minute still hotter does glow, 
Aye, only, lays the, tor the juice of wy barter, 
And other good drin in my cellar below. 
Now a loute, Sc. 
Says hez you mittake, tis for ſometliing that's better, 
Which I date net paine, and you caie not to how. 
Says ſhe, I'm afraid you ar given to fatter, 
What is it „ou mean, and pray where does it grow? 


Now 4 logic, JC. 
11 
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Savs he, 'tis a thing that has never a handle, 

Tis hid in the — * arc it hes metty low 
Sau the, tien Ileat that vou muil have a c le, 


Or elte the ion ay you tna; happen to g 
New A !: OUT) Sec. 


Says he, was it darker than cver was charcoal, 
'Uhy" l never wa: there, yet the wary do | Kno. 
San 5 the, if it be ſuch 4 terrible dark hole, 
Don't oer to grope out your way to it 0 
Now a toute, SC; 


Says he, you fall ice I will quickly be at its 
For this is, oh this is the way that I'll go; 
Says ſhe, Co not towzle me lo, for I hate tit, 
I vow'bye-and bye you will make me cry, ch: 
So they Luth went to work, 
Now a kifs, then a jirk 
And fing cucumbei, cucumber ho. 


The taylor ae, when the buſineſs was over, 
Says he, you will rub out the icore cre you go: 
Says the, [ thall not pay lo dear for a lover, 
I'm not ſuch a tool I'd have you to know 
Now a l.ule made him itch, 
Here a 1cratch, there a ſtitch, 
And ſing cucumber, cucumber ho. 


8 LXXIV. 


S it fe!l on a holy- day, 
29 it tell on 2 holy-day, 


And upon a holy 227 tide-a, 
And upon a ho:y-Cay tide-a. 


And when John Dory to Paris was come, 
A iittle before the gate-a a; 


ohn Pory was fitted, the porter was witted, 
To let him in thereat a. 


The firſt man that John Dory did mect, 
Was good King John of France a; 

(bn Dory could well of His cout teſte, 
But fell down in a trance a. 


A pardon, a pardon, my liege and my king, 
For my merry men, and tor me a: 

And all the chuils in merry England. 
Lil bring them bound to thee a. 


And 
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An-] Nichol was thea 2 Curnifh mat, 
Net bet; de Boden, 

And be mann'd forth a god black bait, 
Witt, "ty PIG Gars On + unde 8. 

Run vj my boy, u ito the main on 
Ani look wit thou WoL l ipy 3 

Why ho! A hy ho! a up 10. TOY 
tro: it 1 John Bes a. 

They bolt their wy „ betty ten and ton, 
Tie mizen and ali vat: 1 47 43 

Ani e ery inen en to hi 
Wiatever ſhouid betide a. 


5 


The roatine carnan then were piy's 
And deb, a dab went the n uta; 
The tounting trumpets lou they c, , 

To courage ail and tome a. 


The grapplino books vicre brought at lengti:. | 
The brov-n „ ang] tre iward ay 
John Dory at length, for all hie ſüicugth, 


Was clapr'd fal gender boa d a. 


S ON G LXXV. 


ACCHUS, aſſiſt us to ſing th great glory, 
Chief of the Gods, we exult in thy tory, 
Wine's firſt pr :ojeCtor, 
Mankind's protecter, 
Patron to topers, 
How we do adore thee. 
Wine's firtt projector, Sec. 


F:iend to the mules, and whetitoane to Venus, 

Herald to pleaſuret, when wine wou'd convene us. 
Sorrows phyſician, 

| Wher our condition, 

In worldly cares wants a cordial to ſcreen us. 

Nature, ſhe ſmil'd, when thy bizth it was blazed 

Mankind rejoic'd when thy altars were raved: | 
Mi:th will be flowing, | 
Whit the vine's growing, | 

And ſober touls at our joys be amazed. 


S O0 N G I XXVI. 


Acchus one da guily ſtriding, 
On his never failing tun, 
Sneaking empty pots deriding, 
Thus adh ets'd each toping ton - 
Praiſe the joys that never vary, 
And adore the liquid ſhrine, 
All things noble, gay, and airy, 
Are perform'd by gen'rous wine. 


Ancient heroes, crown'd with Glary, 
Owe their noble tile to me; 

Poets wrote the Aaming ſtory, 
Fir'd by my divinity: 

If my inffuence is wanting, 

__ Muſick's charms but flowly move: 

Beauty too in vain lies panting, 
Till 1 fill the ſwain with love. 


If you'd crown the laſting pleaſure, 
Mortals, this way bend your eyec 
From my ever-flowing Treaſure, 
Charming ſcenes of dlitt ariſe. 
Here“ the leothing betmy Bleffing, 
Sole diſpelier of your pain, 
Cheomy fou!s from care reteafior, 
He who Ctink: not, lives in vain. 


SON G _ LXXVlI 


USV. cvrious thirſty fly, 
Drink with me, and dr.nk a+ J. 
Freely we'come to my cup, 
Couldſt thou bp and ſip it up: 
Make the moſt of Life you may, 
Jie is ſhort, and wears away, 
Lice ic, gcc. 


Toth allbe are mine and thine, 
IIaſt'ning quick to their decline. 
Thine's a ummer, ire no more, 
Tho" repeated to thieefitore ; 
—ͤ— 5 . - N 
T hreeticore ſummere, when they e gene, 
Will appear as ſhort 2s one, 


W.it appear, &c. 
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Acchus muſt now his power reſign, 
am the only God of wine; 
It is not fit that rogue ſhould be 
In competition ſet with me, 
Who can drink ten tines more than he. 


Make a new world, ye pow'rs divine, 
( Stock it with nothing elle but wine, 

Let wine ite only product be, 

Let wine be carth, be air, and tea, 

And let that wine be all tur me. 


et other mo! tals vainly wear 

A tedious life in anxious care: 

Jet the ambitivus toil and think, 
et Hates or empires ſuim or ſink, 
My lde ambition 1s to drink. 


S ON G LXXIX. 


Ritons, where is your great magnanimity 
Where's your boaſted courage flown ? 
Quite perverted to pulillanimity, 
Scarce to call yourlelves your own. 


What vour anceitors won ſo victoriouſiy, 
Crown d with conquelt in the field; 

You'd reiinquiſh; and O molt ingloriouſiy, 
To orprefſion tarnely yield, 

Freedom now {or ker flight makes preparative, 
See her weeping quit the more; 

Britain's Luls will be then patt comparat: ve, 
Never to behold hier more. 

f3racions Gol! to affiit cxurgitate, 
Stretch forth thy vindictive hand ; 

Maze vppieiiors their plunder regurgitate, 
Aud preſerve a finking land, 


000 LXXX. 


Y drinking drive dull care away, 
Be britk and airy, - 
_—— Never vary 
In jo tempess, but be gar. 


HK 2 
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[Let nutth know no ceifation. 
Vie all were born (mankint agree: | 
From dull reth ctron to be trees 
But he that drinks not, cannot 
Then aniwer your creation, 


When Cupid wounds, grave Hymen hene 
Then all our whining, 
Wiſhing, {triving 
To embrace the beauty vieiw:, 
Is lett when in potleftion , 
wut Bicchus lends tucle treature foith, 
Poſſe Mon never pall« its worth, 
V'e always woh'd tor't tom our birth, 
And fhall tor ever with-on 


All malice here it flung atide. 
Each take his glaſe, 
No healths do paſs, 
Nor party feuds here Cet abide, 
They novght but iH occafion , 
Ve only meet to celebrate, 
The day which brought us to this Gate, 
But not to curſe, nor yet to hate, 
The hour of our creation. 


Low, Boreas, blow, and let thy tun, wind 

Make the billows toam and roar ; 

"T'hou cantt no terror breed in valiant minds, 
But ſpite of thee we'll hve, and find 2 ſhore 


Then chear, my mates, and be not aw'd, 
But keep the gun room clear; 

Tho' Hell's broke looſe, and the devils roar abi oa, 
Whilft we have ſea- room here, boys, never tear 


Hey ! how ſhe toſſe up, how far 

The mounting top-maſt touch'd a ſtar, 

The meteors blaz'q, as to' the clouds we came 
And, ſalamander like, we liv'd in flame. 

But now, row we fink! now we go 

Down to the deepeſt ſhades blow - 

Alas ala»! where are we non 

Who, who cantell ? 

Sure tis the loweſt room of hell. 

Or where the ca- god dwell, 


Wet. 
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With them will live, with them we'll live and reign 
W:th them wel lauch, and fing. and drin amin: 
But lee we mount tee! lee 5 we rife again! 


hs 
\? 
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Acclu* i pow 'r divine, 
B For he ne {ronert nile my heat 
With mp;lty wine, 
But all my Cares teen. 
And drop, and «1001 , anc ink Gown dead . 
Then, then the p'caſing thoughts begin, 
And | in riches flow, 
At lealt I fancy to; P 
end without thought of want I ſing, 
Stretch d on the earth, my head all around, 
With flow'rs wear'd into a garland, cruwn' : 
Then, then I begin 'o live, 
And ſcorn What all the world can ſhew or ive 7 
Let the brave fools that fondly think | } 
Ot honour, and delight 
To make 2 noiſe, a noile, and fight, 
Go ſeck out war, wh:lft leck peace, 4 
Whilſt I ſeek peace, ſcek peace and drink, | 
Vhillt 1 ſeek peace, ſeek peace and drink 
Then fill my plate, fill, fill it high, 
Some perhaps think it tht to fall and die 
But when bottles are rang'd, 
Make war with me, 
The fighting tool ſhall ſee, ' 
When I am funk, 
The diff rence to lie dead, 
And lie dead drunk 
The lighting fool, &. 


8 ILXXXIII. . 


Riſk Claret and Sherry 
Will make us all merry; 


Then fill the glats, nll the glats ready round ; ( 
Put it o'er the left thumb, a 
Tho tne company's dumb, 


"T wiil open their pipes with a muſical band 
'T'will open, &c. 


| 1 
Then lo, la, me, fa, 8 
Wich a note vn <la; 
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Then higher, then higher perhaps it may ric. 
Fill a bumper about, 

For without any doubt, 

Jolly Bacchus, jolly Bacchus i» prai d to the e, 
Is prais'd to the ſkies. 


S 0 N G -+ LXXXIV. 


Y the beer as brown as berry, 
By the cyder and the perry, 
Which to ott has made us merry. 
With a hey down, ho down, derry, S. 


Mauxelinda's I'll remain; 

True blue will never ſtain: 

Mauxelindz'< | || remain 

"True blue will never ſtain. 
True, &. 


SQ. N G LXXXV. 


Ome, ye heroes, fam'd in ſtory, 
For the great exploits you've done, 

And record the laſting glory, 

Of great George's warlike fon. 
He whoſe brave undaunted ſpirit, 

la his fire and country's cauſe, 
Shines zmongſt diitinguith'd merit, 

And has gain'd the world's appiauic. 


Flanders $:{t beheld with wonder, 
When his piowets ke difplay'd, 
And tho* midſt of Gailick thunder, 
He, brave ſcul, was ne'er diima) d 
Tho' in battle there defeated, 
None could him or army blame, 
For in order they retreated, 
And by numbers Was v etcame. 


When Britannia ſcem'd to janguith, 
And requir'd his preſence here. 
To afſuage the nation“ anguiſh, 
See the martial youth appear, 
To relieve each. ſubject ſighing, 
How ke haſten'd to their aid. 
Swift as lightaing tee him flying, 
Whilſt as Switt the Rebels ted. 


Tiembing 
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Trembling ſtill they fly before him, 
At the {found of William name, 

Wihuiitt his followers all adore bim, 
And each t#lilier Ipreads hie fame. 

Nlay the choiceſt blif attend tim, 
Ani where e'er the hero poes, 

May kind heaven (hi betriend him, 
To ſubduc hi- country's toes. 


S O N ILXXXVI. 


Ome liſten a while, my ftiende, to my ditty, 
0 The Which I hall now tell you here, 
This ſtory was told which I sha untold, 
It was over a pot ot good beer. 
When money was plenty, but now eit“ grown tcanty, 
And riches did meniily flow, 
But now all the nation ie full of vexation, 
When the times will mend no-body knows. 


Here is bite upon bite, a knave's the beſt man, 
Wile men without money are tool-, 
Cheats, bites and knaves, makes honeſt men flaves, 
It's money that bears now the rule. 
A gentleman born is now held ia ſcorn, 
If by croffes he fall to decay, 
He's deſpi>'d like a beggar, both by {.iend zad ceighvonur, 
The more is the pity I ſay. 


A man that is wiſe, he ſaves up his money, 
To ferve for a cold winte:'s day, 

It wil! ſtand his heſt friend, he will find ia the end 
When his friends they are all flown away 

A wife that in ſummer provides for the winter, 
He's bleft that l got tuck a dime, 

For a kind loving wife is the joy of man's fe. 
So is victuals and money the lame. 


It would more you with pity, to walk they? the c'ty, 
To hear the pcot tradehmen complain, 
Kind heaven that lent u- a plenttfal ſcaſon, 
But the rich they enjoy the tame 
There's proviſion enou th, and good I declare, 
But the pvor have no money to buy, 
Vc have 2 ſight and a (ſmell, when the rich have their fill, 
Ihen won't hear cold Charity cry 


Bumbii lits 
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Bumbailiff. and lawyers deiicicully fare, 
Their trade it goes mertily on, 

For we muſt have food, ant cloaths for to wear, 
Tho in debt for the lame we do run. 

Th < great world's but x pain, our labour in vain, 
Let? s rink with a Ferry ond cheer, 

Mio knows but kind fortune will turn once again, 
And the times will be bettet next year * 


Let's down with all torrow, who knows but to-morrow, 
We die with a heart full of care; 

This v.orld i: a bite, if you'll take me but right, 
Ar plain! it now does appear, 

He play. Eis cards fair, that can bath Le and [wear, 
And get al h NIE UV the Bite, 


He itves and g:ows great, vhiltt an honeſt man's iate, 
Iz to labour aud get little by*t. 


A man that loves totting will never grow rich, 
The pubiicans get all his ttore, 
I pty that honel: man with all my heait, 
That in marriaze 1s join' to a v. hore 
And a wife that loves gin, wil! make his back thin; 
Her childten by pov erty's known : 
And he that meddles with matters of Tate, 
Had better to let them alone. 


SO N LXXXVII. 


AN I view a doating aſs, 
Cringing to a ſcornful laſs, 
And not burſt my tides with ha, ha, ha? 
Or behold a haughty fair, 
Giving ſenterce of deſpair, 
Nor the Tarce deride with ha, ha, ha ? 


Tho' I flatter, ſigh, and whine, 
When I hope to have her mine; 
Yet when frolick makes her prance, 
I give muſick to her dance, 

And tune her pride with ha, ha, ha. 


S O N I. XXXVII 


OME fill up the bowl with the liquor that hue 
And much more divine ie, 

5 II nuw-a-days wine is, with all their a:t* 

None here can controul ! 


The 
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The vintner deſpiſing, tho" brandy be riſing, 
'Tis punch that mutt chear the heart : 

The iover's complaining, twill care in a trice, 

And Caulia dif0aining, thall ceaie to be nice. 
Come fill up the bowl, &c. 


Thus ſoon you'll ditcover the cheat of gach lover, 

When free from all care you'll quickly find, 

As nature intended ein, witling and kind: 
Ceme ki; up the bowl, &. 


SONG LXXXIF. 


OM let's drink, the time invites, 
Winter and cold weather, 
For to pals away long nights, 
And to keep good wits together; 
Netter tar than cards or dice, 
Or Itaac's ball, that quaint device, 
Made vp with tan and feather. 


Of grand actions on the ſcas, 
We will ncer be jealous ; 
Give us liquor that will pleaſe, 
And will make us braver tellows, 
Thin the bold Venetian fleet, 
V. hen the Turks and they do meet, 
Within the Dardancllas. 


Mahomet was no divine, 

But a fenicleſs widgeon 3 
To forbid the ute of wine, 

Uato thoſe of luis religion ; 
Fall'ng-ticknels was his thame, 
And hi: fame ſhall have the blame. 

For all his whiſp'ring pigeon. 
Valentia, that famous town, 

Stood the Frenchmen's wonder; 
Water it employ 4 to drown, 

And to cut their trœope 2lunder, 
Turcnne cait a helplct> look, 

= Whiltt the craity Spaniards took 
La Ferte and his plunder. 


Therefore water we di({dain, 
Mank:nd': adveriary ; 

Once it caus'd the world's whole frame 
In a deluge to miſcarry: | 


— 
* = * 
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Nay, the enemies of joy, 
Seek with envy to deſttoy, 
And murder gov cant 
Sack's the prince's ure guard, 
It he wou'd but try it, 
No rebe lion cet was heard, 
Where thc lubjeQs ſoundly ply it 
And three conttables at melt, 
Are enough to quell an ho't, 
Thot thus ditturbs our quict. 


Drink about your full-biim bow !-, 
See there be no ſhrinking, 

For to quench your thirſty ſoule, 
We of projects arc not thinking, 

But a way we will devite, 

How to mak! out colours ric, 
And our noles rich with driak'n;. 


Cauſe the rubies to appear 
la their oricnt luſtre ; 
Pottle pots bring up the rear, 
For our forces we muſter - 
Signor Gallon leads the van, 
He hath taken many a man, 
And diowns em in a clutte:, 


Sack it doth inſpire the wit, 
Tho' the brain be mudd; : 
Some that ne cr knew nothing, yet 
By tits virtue fall to ſtudy, 
He that tipples up good lack, 
Finds ſound marrow in the back, 
That's wholſome for the belly. 


All the faculties of man, 
Are enrich'd by this treaſure; 
He that firſt this bowl began, 
L. et him give to all his meaſure. 
Sack is like ætherial fire, 
Which doth kindle new deſire, 
To do a woman pleaſure. 


Sack doth make the ſpirit bold, 
Tis like the Mules nectar; 
Some that ſilent tongues did hold, 
Now can ſpeak a learned lecture; 
By the flowing of the tub, 
They can break Alcides' club, 
And take the crown from He cor. 
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We never covet to be rich, 
With commerce, or with trade; 
Nor have ve a zealous itch, 
Tin quondam mezns are fading; 
But our vefel's all out ire, 
And wits are hov to get at moe 
Good tack, and that's our 1aGiny, 


We that drink good tack in plate, 
To make us blithe and jolly, 
Never plot againſt the ate. 

To be pun:t1.*d for ſuch folie; 
But the merry glals and pipe, 
Make our ſentes qurtk and rip%, 

And expel melancholy. 

Sce the ſquibs, and hear the belle, 

The fiith day of November; 
The preacher a lad tory tells, 

And with horror doth remember. 
How ſome dry-brain'd traitors wrought, 
Plots, that would to tuin brought 

Both king and cv'ry member. 


We that drink have no tuch thoughts, 
Blind and void of reaton : 
We take care to fill our vailts, Q 
With good wine at ev'ry teaton : | | 
And with many a cheartul cup 
We blow one another up, 
And that's dur only treaſon. 


K XC. 


OME, take your glals, the Northern lats, 
So prettity advis'd ; 9 
1 drank her health, and really was 
_ Agreeably ſurpriz'd. 
Her thape fo neat, her voice fo ſweet, 
Her air and mien ſo free 
The Syren charm' d me from my mext, 
But take \our diink, {114 the. 


It from the North ſuch beauty came, 
How 1+ it that I feel 

Within my breatt that glowiog flame, 
No tongue can c' reveal? 


1 . 
480 + » 
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* T 3 : ' 
Tho“ col and raw the North wind blow, 
Atl lune 11 Het b Caf 7 
Her Min ua the ri inne, 
C. 


Put Sun-liinoe all the reti. 


lier heart mi; Southern clinates melt, 
Tho ton now it ſcems; 

That joy with pain be equal ſelt, 
Am: batanc'd in extremes. 

en he cur genial Wine ſhe'll charm, 
V ith wve my panting breaft : 

Lie, like our lun, her heart Nall warm; 
Bc ics to all the reſt. | 


1 XCI. 


Nome. let u drink, 
ie in vain to think, 


Like Fools, on grict or ſadncſs; 
Let our money fly, 
And our forrow die, 

All worldly care is macincls. 


But wine and good cheer, 

V. ill, in lpite of our tear, 
Iaſpire our hearts with raith, bor +, 
The time we live, | 

To wine let us give, 
Since all mul? turn to earth, boys 


Hand about the bow!, 
The delight of my tou), 
And to mv hand comment it 
A tg tor chink, 
"Twas made to buy drink, 
And before we vo hn ve || tpeni] it, 


S 0 3-45 XCit 


Ome, chear up vour hearts, 
And call for your quarts, 
And let there no liquor bs lacking: 
We have mond) in ſtore, 

And intend tor ty roar, 

Until ve have lent it all packing: 

Then, drawer, razkc katte, 

un let eo time valtc, 
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But give ev'ry man his dac 
To avoid ail trouble, 
%o Hil the nt 1uvicy 

Since he that mw anc, made try, 

Since he that mil one, tale tu. 


Come dtink, m, heut, any 
And call the more wine; 
"Tis that makes a man to {peak truly, 
What Sot can refrain, 
Or daily complain, 
That he, in his drink, is varuly ? 
Then drink and be civil, 
Intending no Evil, 
If that vou'll be rul'd by me, 
Por Charct and Sack, 
We never will lack, 
Since he that made two, mage three, 
Since he, &c. 


The old Curmudre on. 
Sits all the day drudging 
At home, with brown B end and imail Dcer , 
With [crapine varn'd pelt, 
He ſtarveth himiteit, 
Scarce eats a coo! mcal in a ycar: 
But we'll not do to, 
Howe'er the world go, 
Since that we have money in ſtore ; 
For Claret and Sack, 
We never will lack, 
Since he that made three made tour, 
Since he, Oc. 


Come drink, my hearts, drink, 
And call tor your wine ; 
D'ye think F'll leave you 1'th' lurch? 
My reck'niny I'll pay, 
Ere | go away, 
Or hang me as high as Paul's Chinreh; j 
Tho' ſome men will | lay, 
This is not the way, 
For us in this world to thrive; 
"Tis no matter for that, 
Let us have other quart, 
Since he that made tour ma ic {io 
Since he, &“. 


- I 


LT 
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A pox of old Chuon, 

His brains are all bar: en, 
Hs . Gise Coree) is dre 
we ite for ine, 

1 is rip more divine. 
Without it we porifh and die. 

Then toll it about, 
Until tis all out, 
Ve ll af ont him in ſrite cin Stu. . 0 
It be erm his terry, 
We'll drink and be merrr, 
Since he that mace five, mate fa; 
S Nee ho. XC. 


* 


Put now the t we core, 
that we all mutt go home 
Our li zun, a; gone, that's , ctitain, 
Which want wic tente; 
T ed lo 61% ine, 
Wont 4 ve us One Cup at out pate 
But hace alls pit. 
Lit not be Giienty'd, 
Pur fiv th » 2: eat Pacchus in Heaven 
Anu CC him, becauſe 
Hle made no better laws, 
Since he that made fy, made ſeven, 
5:ace he, &c, 


S 0 N G XC. 


Old ana raw the north did blow, 
4 Bleak in the morning early, 
3 the fields were hid with ſnow, 
er Wat winter yearly ; 
A ; was riding 0'&r the fon, | 
mat with a arme,“ dau -hter, 
ie checks and un bon : 
(3: fzith, myteutu C: id vater. 


Dern Lveil'd w. bean t for, 
Meining to uo my lues ne, 
Sh ietun'ha rasse fat boy, 
Mer wage tar eing. 


abe her where he was gung ſo log, 


And long'd to bib l parley; 
She tale mme fo the next mutet-ton 1, 
In rurvoſe to {ill her bart. 
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Ta this purſe, fweet foul, laid I, 
Twenty pound lic fair'y 
Seck no turther on to buy, 
For ite take all thy b ar'cy: 
Twenty pounds more malt pul chaſe deligl. I 
Thy perton | love to dcn, 
If thou wilt lig with me all night, 
And gang home in the morning early. 


If forty pour de would vuy the globe, 
This thing | would not do, tir; ; 


Or were my triends as pucr 48 Job, 
- 


l'd never raite them to, tir © 
For ſhou d 50 nts one niaht nl rien. l, 
We't gct a young kidt toge her, 
And you'd be gone ere nine months end, 
Then . here tiould 1 nad the! Cath.or ? 


Prav what would then mv parent lay, 
[i I mould be ſo n-, 

To give my maidenhead away, 
nd lute my true love Billy ? 

Oh, this would bring me tod grace, 
wage the: core Lien vou nat, firs 

And rf that gu would me embraces 
ruh ma:ry, and then you ay, fire 


I told her I had weuiud teen, 
Fourteen yvars and enger, 
File I'd chule her tor roy Que: rr, 
And tie the Knot iti frrunge: ; 
She bid me then no father comin, 
But mana em. we ate. faire, 
And keep my pute tor poor {pouute athone, 
Fo; lo. me other liwvald buy her bar;. 
Then as twitt as any Roe, 
She rode away and eit me, 
Atter her I could not! 30. 
O. 939 the quite bereft me 
Thus 1 zn)! iz did duappoint, 
Fur ihe + 4 iezve me fait 
One word krnockt all things: 
[| to!t buth mai and a 


Riding down a narrow lang, 
Some two or luce l. our: alter, 
Then I chanc'd to inet a ain, 


LES n 8 > 1 ' 
This farmer baun: dauntter. 


5 4 Kitts” 


— 
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Altho' it was both raw and cold, 
| fait to nold a parley, 

And thow*d once more mv purte ot 221d, 
When as the hai {old her barls V, 


Love, faid 1, pray do not frown, 
But let u change embrace: 
11. . thee a line lilfen gown, 
ith ribbanes 5 gloves, or lac 
* ae bodkin, mul and fan 
No lady thall have nete, 
For, as lam an honc:t man 
I never faw a ſwerter creature 


9 
Y 


Then l took her by the hand. 
And fail, my dearett Jewel, 
Why ihould'"it thou thus (i: puting ſtand, 
I prithee be not crucl. 
She found my mind was tally bent, 
To pleaſe m fond deſire; 
Therefore ſhe: emed to conient, 
But I w:th I 12d ne'er come hin Fay 


Sir, faid tlie, what ſhall I Co, 
It I commit this evil, 
And yield mytelf in love with 
[ hope you will prove c;vil 7 
You talk oi ribbands, gloves, a, rife, 
And Il;kewite gold and treaturt, 
Oh, let me fir! t enjoy thoſe thing”, 
And then you fha!l have yuur af N. 


Sure thy will ſhali be obey &, 
Said l, my own dear honey 
Then into her .zp | quickly la, 
Full forty pounds in mong; 
We'll to the market-town th «25, 
And ſtraitway end thi quarts. 
And deck thee like lat ga1 
La fouriſhing rick 2ppar-!. 


All my gold and nlver thert, 
To ker I did uel:vir; 

On the toad we Gi. 76 par, 
OJut- coming to 2 river. 

Whcte waters ate both deep any ie, 
Such rivers | ne ct [aw maay, 

She leapt her mate on tethce ty, 
And leſt me not ort ben; 


—— — — — 


41e 
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Then my heart was ſunk tull low, 
With grief and care furtounded, 

Atter her | culd not 80, 
For fear of being drov/ned : 

She turned about, and ſaid, behvlu 
I'm not tor your dev vtion , 

But, ſir, I thank you for your gol, 
'Twill ſerve t'enlarge my portion 


I began to ſtamp and Rare, 
Jo lce what the had added; 
With my hands I tore my Hair, 
Like one that was vittractec. 
Give me my money then, I c:y'c 
Good faith I did but lend it; 
But the full tait away did ride. 
And vow'd ſhe did not intend !-, 


S O N G XCIV. 


Ome till me a glais, fill it high. 
A bumper a bumper ['li have , 
He's a fool that will flinch, I' not bate an inc”. 
Tho' I drink myſelt into my grave 


Here's a health to all thoſe jolly fouls, 
Who like me, will never give oer, | 

Whom no danger controvls, but will t2%e oft their c 
And merrily ſtickle tor more. 


Drown reaſon and all ſuch weak tve:, 
| icorn to obe) her command 

Cou'd the ever tuppoie, I'd be lea by the nt, 
And ict my glats idly ſtand 


Reputativn's 2 beauty to tool., 
/ A toe to the Joys of dear dri Kp , 
| Made ule of by tools, who'd ict us tic rw: 
And bring us to politick thins ng. 


F.\'em all, I'll have fix in my hand 

For I ve trifled an age away : 
Tis in vain to command, the flecting fan. 
{ all: on and cannot ſitay. 


Come, my lads, move the gla!s, dit. K avout; 
We'll drink the umvertr dry, 

We'll {et foot to toot, and drink it all out 
It once we grow ſober we dis, 


92 


$$ 00 NN 


1 u- e s 1,4 a 
Unto du 14.4, 14% 
And a 1 pang Pl wy QC. 


Pilt we? 
And A K 188 XC. 


is a foul, 


4 
aer (clear 4 


In tices ot ©. 
I drank the 


tlc thought tas co IEVere. 
And 4 toping, XC. 


He inil'd 2 goblet to the dum. 
And bade nt take A lup ys 
Bui ad it beer; 4 Cast 

Þ, Jona, Da low tt Up, 
And a. t;! 


Na &&. 
And ever fore nat 


8 * % ; [1 : * 

aon ae 172 "CoHh 
* * 

No. r has Puts rac 


7 
app 
7.2. 


But fill cu: dein 
And di 4 41 ne 6 FEET NS? ar! . 
And 42 topiag; 


Vine, come, my hearts of 
Let us bel met) 
Ito a verbot 
Juipelen naa wa ever; 
What er W. lar 
Let's n 4 drin d d iturb 
Let's laugh tor an Hour dr te 292 
And ne'er be drug: 


3888. 
— « 


Cz 


hacks all 0 1-31; , Baiintanal:, 
'v 
ü nt hon ty nope οοοα Win, 


Then; tu i: u, ant 

Leer e Nen rear; 
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XCV. 


ar 11 ink, 


PF *. ax te cellar Ar. 


But Bacchus took me tron that rule. 


* t. me, 
cheet; 


2 4 £5 O01, 


But water, or [mall beer. 

And a-topu.;;. Sc. 
hen let us tope about, my oy; 
And nova! ch nor t 


Nn * "Wy; 1, 


ANG . las 


our tan; 


A 
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A cup of old Sack i good, 

To drive the cold winter away; 
"Twill cheriſh and comfort the blood, 
Mott when a man's ſpirit decay: 
But he that doth drink too much, 

Of his head he wiil complain; 
Then let's have a gentle touch, 
And ne'er, &c. 


God Claret was made for Man, 

But Man was not made tor it, 
Let's be merry as ve can, 

So we Grink not away our wit 
Good tcllowihip is abus d, 

And wine Will infect the brain; 
But we'll have it better ud, 

And nc'w, &c. 


Vhen with good fellows we meet, 

A quart among three or four, 
Iwill make us (ſtand on our fect, 
While others lie drunk on the floor. 
Then, drawer, fill us a quart, — 

And let it be Claret in grain ; | 
"Twill cherith and comtort the heart, 

But we'll ne'er, &c, 


Here's a health to our noble King, 
And to the Queen of his heart; 
Let's laugh and merrily ſing, 
And he's a coward that will ſtart : 
Here's a health to our general, 
And to thoſe that were in Spain; 
And cke to our colone!, 
And we'il ne'er, &c. 


Encugh's as g904i as a feaſt, 
If a man aid but meaſure know ; 
A drunkard's voile than a beait, 
For he'il drink till he cannot go, 
If a man could time call, 
In a tavern that's ſpent in vain, 5 
We'a learn to be fober all, | 
And we'd nter, &c. 


SONG 
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0 X( VII. 


Ome, It nt drink, and diown all forrow, 
For PU is Ge rev not tor pains we may not 
For pernaßs's VO ine nat inet „te from arrow, 


Ho tht Ses to bed, pore ton * ( er. 
Fal:s as the leaves wn, ia 25 tne weaves do, 
Fall- as the leaves don October. 


Thi will cure the head-ach, tue congh, and the ohthiſick, 
This is to all men, this is to all men, 
This is to all men the belt phy tick. 


SO N G XCVIII. 


Ore, let us prepare, 
We brothers-thit are, 
Met together on merry occaſio 
Let's drink, laugh and fing, 
Our wine has a ſpring: 
Here's a health to an accepted Maſon. 


The world is in pain, 
Our Secret to gain, 
But (Il let them wonder and gaze on; 
Lill they re thuwn the lig aht, 
They'll ne'er know the richt 
Word, or ſign of an accepted Maſon, 


"Tis this, and 'tis that; 
They cannot tell what, 
Why to many great men in the nation, 
Should aprons put on, 
To make themſelves one, 
With a free and an accepted Maſon. 


Great Kings, Dukes, and Lord:, 
Have laid by their ſwords, 

This our myſt'ry to put a good grace on; 
And ne'er be aſham'd, 
To hear themlielves nam'd, 

With a free and an accepted Maſon. 


Antiquity's pride, 
We have on our fide, 


E-QO-Y-A LL SONG & 


It ines each Man 1 4 * 14 [ation ; 
There Nel 151 ut what : 


£000, 
To be under. *, 
| 3 
By a tree znu an acceited Mabon. 


We're true and {incere, 
We re ſutt to ne Tarr, 

They'll truſt us „ © ov t 
C\ truſt us Dn ov Jv eccation 
No mortal can mec, 

The latte“ aelore. 
Than a tree and an 1ccvpted Maſon. 


* 


» 


Then join hand in band, 
To cach other firm land, 
Let's be merry and put a bright face on 
No mortal can boatt, 
So noble a toalt, 
As a free and an accepted Maſon. 
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Ome, let's be merry, 
Vhile we've good Sherry ; 

Come, let's be airy, 

Sprightly, and gay: 
Good wine*s a plealure, 
The only trealure 
That makes us joy ful, 

By night or day. 


Wine make» us jolly, 

Cures Melapcholy, 

Drowns aii out fully, 
Makes our hearts giad; i f 

Whi'e vere potlefTing, 

"That gen Gus blefting, . 

Good wine carefling, | l 
Let's not be tad. | 


80 N. © C. 


Runk IT was loft night, that's pos, 
My witc began to {old 
Say what I cou" tor my keart's blood, 
Her clack the would not hold. 
Thus her chat the did begin, 
I, this your time of ce mine in? 
The clock strike one, you'll be uadone, 
It thus you lead vour lite. 
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My dear, ſaid I, I can't deny, 
But what vou lay i+ true; 

I do intend my lite to mend, 
Pray lend' the Pot to ſpew. 

Fye, you lot, | neter can bear, 
To riſe thus every night; 

Tho? like a beaſt you never care 
What conſequence comes by't. 


The child and I may ſtarve for yon 
Ve ſ neither can have halt our due 

With grief Ind, vou're fo unkind, 
In time you'll break my heart: 

At that I imil'd, and ſaid, dear child, 
I believe you re in the wioneg ; 

But if't ſhould be your deſtiny, 
I'll ſing a merry ſong. 


N ct! 


Togenes ſurly and proud, 
Wao ſnarl'd at the Macedon youth, 


Delighted in wine that was good, 
Becauſe in good wine there is Truth: 
Bat growing as poor as was Job, 
And unable to purchate a flaſk, 
He chaſe for his manſion a tub, 
And liv'd by the ſcent of the ca. 


Heraclitus ne'er would deny, 
To tipple and cheriſh his heart, 
And when he was maudling, would cry, 
Becauſe he had empty'd his quatt: 
Tho ſome are fo toolith to think, 
He wept at men's follies and vice, 
When twas only his cuſtom to drink. 
Till the liquor flow'd out of his eyes. 


Democritus always was glad, 
Of a bumper to ear up his foul, 


And wayild laugh like a man that was mad, 


When over a tall flowing bowl: 

As long as his cellar was 1tor'd, 
The liquor be'd merrily quaſt. 

And when he was drunk a+ a lord, 
At thole that were fober e“! laugh. 
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Copernicus too, like the reſt. f 
Bclicv'd there was wiſdom in wine, 

And thought that a cup of the beſt 
Made reaton the better to ſhine ; 

With wine he repleniſh'd bis veins, | 
Ard made his philotophy tee. 

Then fancy'd the world, like hi» brains, 
Turn'd round like a chariot wheel. 


Ariſtotle, the maſter of arts, 
Had been but a dunce without wine, 
And what we aicribe to his parts, 
Is due to the juice of the vine: 
His be!'y tome authors agree, 
Was big as a watering trough; 
H therefore leapt into the fea, 
Becauſe he'd have liquor enough. 


Old Plato the learned divine, 
He fond) to wildom was prene 
But had it not been for good wine, 
His merits we ne'er ſhould have knowa : 
By Wine we are generous made, 
It furmithes fancy with wings, 
Without it we ne'er ſhould have had 
Pliulutophers, Poets, or Kings. 


SON GC CIL 


II. I. all the Glaſſes, fill em high, 
|* Drink, drink, and defy al! power but love: 
Wine gives the ſlave his liberty; 
But love makes a ſlave of thuad'ring Jove. 
Drink, drink away, 
Make a night of the day, 
*T15 Nectar, tis liquor divine 
The pleaſure of lite, 
Free from anguith and ſtrife, 
Are owing to love and good wine, 


8 0 N eim. 


Our and twenty fidlers all in a row, 

And there was liddle, fiddle, and twice fiddle, ſiddle. 
It is my lady's birth-day, 

Therefore we keep holiday, 
And come to be merry. 


K I our 


* 


55 HUMOROUS, DRINKING, AND 


Four and twenty Jdrummer- all in a rew, 
And there was rub a dub, rub, rub, rub, 
And there was fidele, fiddle, &c. 


Four ani twenty trumpeters all in a row, 
Ard there was tantara rata, tantars, 
And there was rud a Cub, &c. 


Tour and twenty tabors and pipes all in a row, 
And there was whip a dub, 
And taritara rara, &c. 


Four and twenty women all in 2 row, 
And there was t tile tattle, and twice prittle prattle, 
And whip a dub, &c. 


Four and twenty ſinging- maſters all in a row, 
And there was fa, la, la, la, fa, la, la, la, la, 
And there was tittle, &c. 


Four and twenty fencing-maſters all in a row, | 
And this, and that, and down to the legs clap, fir, 
And cut 'em oft, and Fa, la, &c. 


Four and twenty lawyers all in a row, 
Ard there was Cmne guid exit in um damne, | 


Sed flus damn decerum ; and there was this and that, & 


Four and twenty viataers all in a row, 

And there * Claret and white, 
I ncer drank worſe in my lite, 
And excellent good Canary, . 
Drawn off the lees af Sherry, 

If yen do not like it, Omne guid, &c, 


Four and twenty parliament-roen all in a rew, 
And there was loyalty and reaſon, 
Without one word of treaſon, 

And there was rate Claret, &c. 


Four and twenty Dutchmen all in a row, 


And there was Alter Malter Vantor Dyker Shapen Kopen 
de Van Hoyne Rottyck Vanton fick de Brille Van Boor- 
flyck, Van Foorſtyck, and Soatrag Van Hogan Herien Van 


Donk. 
Rare Claret and White, &c. 


$ONG 
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SON G CIV. 


= Tune,—t7 Commons and Peers. 


Rom cod liquor ne'er ſhrink, 
In tiendſhip we'll drink, 
An drown all grim care and pale ſortow: 
Let us huſband the day, 
For time flics ſwitt away, 
And no one's aiſur*'d of to morrow. 


Of all the gay ſages 
That grac'd the paſt ages, 
Dad Noah the molt did excel 
He firſt planted the vine, 
Firſt taſted the wine, 
And nobly got drunk, as they tell. 


Say, why ſhould not we | 
Get as bulky as he, ' 
Since here's liqudr as well will iaſpire | 
Then fill up my glaſs, 
I'll fee that it paſs 
To the manes of that good old Sire. 


SO N 8 CY, 


OD fave great George our King, 
Long live our noble King, 
God ſave the King; 
Send him vidtorious, 
Happy and glorious, 
Long to reign over us, 
God ſave the King. 


O Lord our God, ariſe, 
Scatter his enemies, 

| And make them fall; 

Confound their politicks, 

Fruſtrate their kaaviſh tricks, 

On him our hopes we fix, 


God itave us all. 


| Thy choiceſt gifts in fore, 

1 On George be pleas'd to pour, 
Long may ke reign ; 

| Ks. 
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May he defend our laws, 

An. ever give us cauſe, 

To lay with heart and vcice, 
God lave the King. 


Oh! grant that Marſhal Wade 
Mlay, by thy mighty aid, 
Victory bring 
May he ſedition huſh, 
And like a to cnt ruih, 
Revellious Scots to c: uſh, 
God tave the king. 


Confound tall Jemmy's plot, 

Pope, French and Spanith knot 
Conivund them all. 

Villains notorious, 

Their fcars ingloious, 

Never ſhall conquer us, 
Coafound them all. 


O Lord look down, and ſave 
Thy ſovereign George, the brave 
Our noble King; 
Protect our church and ſtate, 
And make true Britons hate 
Prieſts with bald-headed pate, 
Of the French King. 


Oh ! now ſome people ſay, 

Young Charles is run away, 
O..r to France; 

"Cautc he wr lore afraid, 

Ot val.iant Ma fic) Wade, 

For it that he hai taiqd, 
He'd locd no chance. 


Eiice tl.is good news we bring, 
Er tans rejuice, aud fing: 
Col {ave the Kings 
And the toy ai ſainiiy, 
O may they multi ly, 
Sing ti! the Gay We bie, 
Cod tave the ling. 


Let's driak a health to them, 
Fill yuur glas to the dim, 
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God ſave the King; 
Heaven's grant the wars to ccaſe, 
That trading may encreaſe, 
| Unite in love and peace, 
[ Cod ſave the king. 


SONG CVT. 


Aﬀer and Gammer were faſt in their neſt, 
And all the young fry of their cribs ware polleſts, 
Spot, Whitefoot, and Puts, in the afhes were laid, 
And a bliaking ruſh-candle juſt over their cad. 


U:fla was ſcouring her diſhes and platter, 

Preparing to make her gocd fiend, the hog, fatter 
Greas' up to the elbow, as much to the eye, 

Till her embroider'd clothes were reafly to fry. 


Roger the ploughman i'th *chimney lay ſnoring, 
Til Cupid, tore ved at his clowniſh atloring, 

Did ſtreichtway convey to the great logoer-head, 
The winip'ting news, that they were all a-bad. 


Ip ſtarted Roger, and rubbing his eyes, 
Straight to his dear Ula in paſſion he hier; 
Then leaning his elbow on Urfla's broad back, 
Complaiu'd that his hcart was ready to crack. 


Urſa being vex'd at the weight of her love, 

Cry'd, Cupid, why doſt thou thus treacherous prove? 
| In an angry mood then ſhe turn'd her about, 
| And the diſh-clout lat over the face ot the lout. 


Roger b'ing angry at ſuch an attront, 

And not at all miading of what might come on't, 
He gave her a kick, with tuch wond'rous Mcttle, 
| As tumbl'd poor Urili quite over the Kettle. 


This noiſe and rumbiing ſet Gafier awakins, 

And feariag, lelt thicves had been ſtealing his bacon, 
With a par down the ſtairs, in a trice he came tumbling, 
Where hu found Roger gaping, while U: a lay tumbling. 


Pox take you, quali he, tor a rogue and a whore ; 
So tura'd the poor 19vers quite out of the door, 
Nat minding the 14.n, nar the cold wind weatlagr, 
10 liath ther loves in a hog- ſtyc together, 
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$0 N ©. tien 


| AY PDecchus, liking F wane, 
F X noble meal bet cl - 


An l for the rity that were ta ctine, 
N;. ougl.: Comus, Love, and Ju'ce. 


. 
1 b aud Neir Cupid dre Iii: ( nar, 


xa de near Cotnu: plac'd; 

Flv Vine 1 As CS 'OVC fer et it, Care, 
An! mirth cxalts a Tait. 

de more to pleaſe each ipiightly got, 
Each fwect enzaging grace, 

Put on lume cloatlis to come abroad, 
And toes a waiters place. 


Then Cupid nam'd at e'ry gi: ts, 
A laty ut the 85 Y, 

Wilule Bacchus ſwore he'd drink the 1:f2, 
And hai it bamper bie h. 


Fat Corus ton bis bummer 6 Cry 
And alda got the mot, 

For Joke took care ti fill Lien more, 
Werder he mils'd the toalt, 


They call'q ani drank at ry touch, 
Then Ri and drank again; 

An} it the god dan tak toy nuch, 
Tis laid, they did ſo tl. en. 

Free jcſt: ran all the tabie round, 
Ind with the wine contiice, 

(While they oy fly reflection won't) 
To [ct their head on fre, 


Cay Bacchus little Cupil Hung, 
Py ck nin? his deccite; 
A Cupia mold his Hamm'. ing tongue, 
1 ith all 1.18 agg "ing gaits. 
te drol'd on Camas” greedy wars, 
An! 141 WALK) At N ty 
Wh: Conus call © las witty plays, 
Lt Waygetics at Colt. 


Such talk. ſoon tot tim all at odde, 
Ani had Filemer's fen, 

Fs ſing you how ten dank like pod, 
Aud bow they teu, htiiiemia, 
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To part the fray, the graces fy, 
„% make them toon aste; 
y And hai the furies telves bern nigh, 
1 hey itil] were tice to tine. 
Bacchus appcar'd, raid Cup'd ap, 
And gave lum vick bis Luw , 
But k El tot — dait to iir the Sp, 
N ere Sac * ind Sega now. 


Joke, taxing Comus roty ctoven, 
In triumph wore the price, 

And thrice in mith he puth'd hitn down, 
As thrice he [trove to ti. 

Then Cupid fought the Myrtle Grove, 

here Venus did rec ine, 

And Beauty, ciule crmbracing Love, 
They jorn'd to tai at wine. 

And Comus loud; curting wit, 
R. I'd oft to one retreat, 

V. nere bon companions gravely fit, 
In tat unwie ld Hate. 

Nec. us ani Joke, who Ray behind, 
For one tem giats yrepare : 

They kits, and are excecding kind, 
And vow to be fincere. 


Put part in time, v. hoever hear, 
0 This ov iaſtructive jor ; 
For the” tuch ticnitins may be dear, 
* mv * A 
Ti.cy can't continue long. 
; SO = U CVIII. 
| nous wine, and afiiend in whom f can cone. 
8. And a cle ant; bright du! | wou'd have oi io) brug) 
| I i1 keep 1 br 400 ot el inn, 


An caſy pad to pleate m ſpouſe; 
kind tate, What more I atk, 
Ner to want my dear faite, 
And in triendly burapers ever brifly carcuſe. 


Ss O N CiIX, 


Ive me but a friend and a glaſs, bons, 
* 2 iti mer, vou what. es ta betay :; 
4 So - 2 
I 


U not cue a f; tor a ale, bons, 
Nor love Ny brite out! a. 


Cie 
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Give me bat an honeſt fellow, 
That's pleaſanter when he is mellow, 
We'll live twenty-four Hours a day. 


*Tis woman in chains does bind, boys, 
But 'tis wine that makes us free; 
"Tis woman that makes us blind, boys, 
But Wine makes us doubly fce. 
The female is true to no man, | ' 
Deceit is inherent in woman, 
But none in a briramer can be. 


5s 0-8 6. © CE 


Reat Jove once made love like a bull, a bull, 
Vith Leda a ſwan was in vogue; 
And to pertevere in that rule, that Rule, 
He now does deſcend like a dog: 
For when I to Celia would ſpeak, 
And on her breaſt high what I mean, 
My heart-ttrings ore ready to break; 
For there I ind Monſieur le Chien, le Ct::cu, 
Le Chien, Monieur le Chien, 


For knowledge of modiſh Iatrigues, | ' 
Or raanaging well an Amour, ; 
I dety any one with two legs, 
But here I am rival'd by four: 
Diſtracted ll night with my wronge, 
| cry ! crucl gods, What d'ye mean! 
That xHñat to my merit belongs, 
Ye beſtow upon Monliicur le Chien. 


o — 
— — — 
_ CO —ꝓ— — 


For feature, or niceneſs in d:eſs, 
Compare with him ſurely I can; 5 
Nor vainly my fe't ſhould expreſs, 
To lay, I am much more a man 
To the government firm too as he, 
The former | cunningly mean 
An it he religious can be, 
I've as much ſure as Monſieur le Chien. 


But what need | publiſh my parts, my parts, 
Or idly my patlicn relate; 

Since fancy, that Captivate> Hearts, 
Reloives rot to alter my fate. 


ray 
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I may fing, caper, ogle, and ſpeak, 
And make a long court, auſſi bien, 
And yet with one paſſionate Lick, 
I'm out-rival'd by Monſieur le Chien. 


E comes, he comes, the Hero comes! 
Sound, found the Trumpet, beat, beat the Drums; 


He's welcome to the Britiſh thore. 


Prepare, prepare, your Songs prepare; 
Loud, loudly render echoing ar . 
From Pole to poic your ſoys relound, 
For virtue's his, with glory crowa'd. 


SON CXIL 


Ail, Burgundy, thou juice divine, 
[aipirer oft my ſong; 
The pratiles giv'n to othe: wine, 
To the alone belong. 


» * 
— 
— — — — 
„„ 


— 


Of manly wit and female charms 

| Thou can'tt the pow'r improve: 

' Care of its ſting thy balm d:tarms, 
Thou nobleſt gut of Jove. 


Bright Phœbus on the parent Vines, 
From whence thy current ſtreams, 

Smiling amicit the tendrils ſluues, 
And lavith darts his beams. 


The pregnant Grapes receive his fire, 
And a.l his pow'r tetain; 
5 With the ſame wamth our brains inſhire, 
And lead the tprightly Hrain. 


From thee, fair Chloe's radiant cve, 
New ſparl.ling beams receives; 

Her checks imb.be a roficr due, 
New tices her Loium hioaves. 

Summon'd to love, by thy alarms, 

g Ga! with what neous he if, 

Worth; the maid we fill hier ara:s; 
How oft that love rept ! 
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I he ſtoic, prone to thought intenſe, 
Thy ſoftneſs can unbend ; 

A chearful gaiety diſpenſe, 
Aad make him talte a friend. 


His brow grows clear, he fee!s content, 
Forgets his penſive trite, 

And well concludes our ſpan well ſpent 
In honeſt locial life. | 


Ev'n fops—thoſe doubtful gender things, 
Wrapt up in ſelves and drets, 

Quite loſt to the delight that ſprings 
From tc nte—thy pow'r contels. 


Each fooliſh, puling, maudlin face, 
That dares but deeply drink, 
Forgets his cue, and ſtiff grimace, 

Grows tice, and tcems to think. 


SONG CXIII. 


Li Maſonry, thou craft divine! 
I 1 Cory ot earth by heav'n reveai'd; 
Which doth with Jewels precious ſhine, 
From all but Maſons eyes conceal'd, 
Chor. Thy praiſes due who can rehearſe, 
In nervous proſe, or flowing verſe ? 


As men from brutes diltinguiſh'd are, 
A Maſon other men excels; 
For what's in knowledge choice and rare, 
But in. his brealt ſecurely dwells ? 
Chor. His tilent breaſt, and faithful heart, 
Preſer ve the ſecrets of the art. 


From ſcorching heat, and piercing cold, 
From bealts whole roar the foreſt rends : 
From the a:!laults of wartiors bold, 
The Maſons art mankind defends. 
Chor. Be to this art due honour paid, 
From which mankind receive ſuch aid, 


Enfigns of ſtate, that feed our pride, 
Diltinctions troubleſome and vain ! 
By Maions true are laid aſide, 
Art's free-born fons ſuch toys diſdain. 
Chor. Ennobled by the name they bear, 
Diltigguith'd by the badge they wear. 


Swee! 


* 


1 
. 


- 


; 
| 
ba 
„ 
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Sweet fellowſhip, from envy free, 
Friendiy converle of brotherhood, 
f The lodge's laſting cement be, 
Which has for ages firmly ſtood. 
* Chor. A lodge thus built, for azes paſt, 
Has laſted, and will ever laſt. 


Then in our ſongs be jultice done, 
To thoſe who have enrich'd the art, 
From Jabel down to Burlington, 
And let each brother bear a part. 
Chor. Let noble Maſons healths go raund, 
Their praile in lefty lodge reigund. 


_— A 


- 


\ 

ON © CXIV, 

| ARK! the bonny Chr.il-Church Delle, 
. l, 2, 3, 4, 5 6, 

; They ſcund ſo woundy great, 


| So wond'rous (weet, 
And they troul fo merrily, merrily. 


Hark the firſt and ſecond bell, 
That every day at four and ten, 
Cries come to pray'rs, 
| And the Virger troops before the Dean. 


Tingle, tiagle, ting, goes the ſmall Bell at nice, 
To call the bearers home; 
But the devil a man 
Will leave his cann, 


Till he hears the mighty Tom. 


SONG CXV. 


Ark! hark! the Cock crows, tis day all abroad, 
* And looks like a jelly, fair morning: 
Up Roger and James, and drive out your teams, 
Up quickly to carry the corn in. 


Davy the drowſy, and Barnaby Bou ſy, 
At breakfaſt we'il flout and we'll jeer, boys: 
Sluzegards ſhall chatter with Small-beer and water, 
While you ſhall tope of the March-beer, boy. 


| Laſſes that ſnore, for ſhame give it o'er; 

| Mouth open the flies will be biowing : 

To get us ſtout hum 'gainſt Chriſtmas does come, 
Away where the Barley is mowing. 


k 


S wo 
4 
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In your ſmock flecves go bind up the ſheaves too, 
With nimble young Rowland and Harry, * 
An when the work's over, at night give cach lover 
A hug and a buls in the dairy. 
* There's two for the mow, and two for the plough, 
„ Ti then the next labour comes aſter; 


I'm ſure | tur'd four, but it you want more, 
li fend you my wife and my daughter, 


Roger the luſty, tell Rachel the truſty, 


_ 


The barn's a rare place to ſteal garters ; | | 
Twixt her and you then, contrive up the mowthen. 
And take it at night for your quarters. | 


Ss 0 N 8 CXVI. 


1 LIKE a match at cricket play, 
I'm fond of good cock fighting, 

I like to hunt ſo ſtout and gay, 
Oh, that I take delight in; 

When on my mare, | chaſe a hare, 
Tho' ture to run her down, fir, 

The ſport I'd quit, to court a bit, 
With buxom big Bet Bouncer. 


Tom Cogg the miller's great big fon, 
Who dretles fine on Sunday, 
Tho” he a prize at cudpeels wen, 
Upon the green laſt Monday, 
I would not let him towzle Bet, , 
But fairly knock'd him down, fir, 
All sport I'd quit to court a bit, 
With buxom big Bet Bouncer. 


Her hair's the colour of your hat, ' 
Her ehe look gay and tprightly, 
Her little filts are fine and tat, 
She always dreiles ti:htly, 
Tho' cozen Con would have me on, 
By ingo I renounce her, 
When I'm ot age, I will engage, 
To raarry big Bet Bouncer. 


SON G CXVII. 
KITTY:  CROWDER: 


F all the girls that e'er were ſeen, 
There's none like Kitty Crowder, 
| Ihe 
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$1;c*s proudly call'd the regis queen, 
t And ſure none can te prouder ; 
Where many a nymph ot high renown, 
Did ev'ry charm exhibit, 
To whom the beaus of many a town 
Did pay their ſilvet tribute; 
With ev'ry ſoft attracting grace 
The queen of love endow'sd her, 
Bat Bacchus gave that burning face 
To charming Kitty Crowder. 


— 


To purchaſe her at any rate, 
I'd freely give a miilion, 
| And to acquire my charming Rate 


I'd fire another Rillion; 
Be3one, fair maids, | hate the thoughts 
Or palely ſipping creatures, 
] live but in the burning light, 
That ſhines in Kitty's features: 
Although, fair maids, my advice ſeemt odd, 
Pray follow my direction, 
Obey the little jolly god, 
And drink for a complex iun, 


Let ſipping mmctals pinch and rub, 
T9 make them red and pretty, 

There's nothing like a hob or nov, 
So puſh the bottle, Kitty. 

In faireſt &ins ſome beauiy's plac'd, 
Where Cupid lurks in dimples, 

Give me, ye gods, an honelt face, 
Well ſludded o'er with pimples ; 

Tis lovely Kate iny heart has won, 
Who toping never miſſes, 

3 But to her love comes ſtag gering home, 

And hiccups when ſhe kiſles. 


80 N CXVIII. 


LSIST me, ve lade, that have hearts free from guile, 
To ling forch the praiſes of Oi Ircland”s ifle 

Where true Hotpitality opens each door, 

And Friendihip detains us tor one battle more. 

Chorus. Keith mella faitaruth one bottle more, 
Shaugh Dr. Doruz———o0'cr 2nd o'er. 
Tho' trade it be poor we have credit galore, 
And generous kcarts give one bottle more. 


Oa, 
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Oy, D.. Ti, your taunts en our country herbe ir, 
Wit over butts and our hoguc we 2:6 true and fincere 3 
Anti but ene galten temen in our fore, 
Cur {int Nall not Part without one bottle mote. 

Cher. Reith meila fajtaruth, Ec. 


At Candy's, in Church Aicet, cont Few you à (eat, 
nete lie Gi us |: haven lately aid miect; 
At ain 4 jicce we all pid of om tcore, 
And rotting remained hut one bottic mote. 
Ctor, Nich mella talta:uth, &c. 


At Fu in the morning we trove for to past, 

Put Frientilp did grappic cack man by the heart, 

V: ove ff htelt teuch makes an Iiifhraan roar, 

With a wi ack for Slicleiah and one corn mot 
Cor. eich mella faliaruth, &c. 


V. hen Lol darts his beame tho” cur windovs fo ht, 
eli plea+'d to behold us lov'd ctiicien of malt, 
We fait with our hearts neither torry nor ve, 
Put long, toon again, to take one Gorin tau. 
Chor. Keith mella taltaruth, &c. 


$ © F-:0 XIX. 


* OULD yeu know how we meet o'er ont jolly full bew“ 
As wie mingle our licug's, we wing cur fouls. 
Ine ſharp melt» the [Wert, the Kind nmweths the Ntrongy 
An. nothing but fricndſhip grows atl tne night leag 
We'll drink. laugh, and colebrate cy dere; 
Love only remains the ungucrhable tire, 
. EXX. 
HF, praiſe of Bacchus, then, the ſweet muſician ſums 
Ot Bacchus ever fair and ever young; 
The joily god in triumph comes, 
Sound the Gumpete, beat the drums, 
"Inſh'd with a purple grace, 
H thews' hi- honelt face. 
Now give the hautboys breath, he comes. 
Bacchus, ever fair and young, 
Drinking joys did hit organ : > 
Bacchus? bleflin;« ste a treaſure, 
Drinking is the folvicr's picature; 
Rich the tr: ature, 
Sweet the pleature : 
Sweet i the pleaſure aſter pain. | 
Chorus. I: c.hus) blyuings, fre, sole 
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0 CXXI. 


F. neee al, 
Ks love & be told where there's cluet 295 Hove, 
Attend to the ca.i ot one wins men ti ted, 
But areatly delighte«| with lis bott'c. moic : : 
Be ure jou don't pats the good hne money sg ale, 


Which t Ne. 0 V is TY I Y [YC TIA / QWHVS .; 
Sf {| il Lait zour nh Ty for 1 7 W.iscsv K þ 94 
me 


Than mizth with co! claret, aud dune: s, 8 ane M8 


Ye lor ho pine 
For ! ies, wiic oft prove 2+ C we! as tt 
Who whimocr an whine for kites n i roles, 


* 


Wich „ 1 » 4 ind note yz Or 231 M ans, 

Come ther, Fi: hen ye, how Pi and Cre 
No m] . e MH occihon thin folk 4a an gl 
Fur whit mutt; to ftafud, af nat fo ait Curr) 
When call d by gd Ularct; zud sunt , Spine Jene,“ 

Ye pocts wio Weite, 
Ani brag of your dinking fam'd ti-licn's work, 
| | Taovn 14 you get bet is a dinner tt. me. 
In reward for your Thym cs, with Ham try tac deke; 

Learn Bacchus to follow, and quit your Aj1ii0g 
Foriikxe al the mules, thuls ſenle et old droncs 3 

Our jpagliog ot elafſes, vour rhyming lurpatice, 

NCA CLOWN unn good Claret, and bu: npers, Saul. e Jones. 


Ye ſoldiert {> ſtout. 
With plenty of vath:, though not plenty ef coin, 
Wo make tuch à rout of a;! your commanders, _ 
Who lterv'd us in Flanders, and ehe at the Boyne, , 
Come lee o your rattling, of fighting and battling, 
And own yd much better to fleep with whole bones 
Were you ent to Gibraltar, your note would lon aller, 
And vun for goud Claret, and bumpers, *Squire Juace. 


Ye clergy fo wiſe 
Who mi Ties profound can demo alliate ſo clear, 
Flow worthy to rite, you 7 CAC) Once a Week, 
But your its never leck above once ina vear: 
Came ncic ——_ fallin, ani leave off your railing 
f »OGaintt biſhons pro: Ging for dull tun mT J:9nes; 
Says the text 10 d. vt Ne, Vi nat is lite without wine ? 
T* away w. ich the cla. et, a 1 Sdlulre Jones. 
2 


ett then thait four ai great and fiee, 
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| Ye lavy ers fo juſt, 
Be the cauſe what it wii, you lo learned!y plead, 
How worthy o trult, on know black from white, 
Vet peter wrong to right, as you're chanc'4 to be teed 4 
Leave maſty 1epguits, and forfake the king's coatts 
Where duincls and diſcotd have ſet up their thrones, 
Burn Salleld and Ventris, with all your Camn'd entries 
And away with the claret, a bumper, 'Squice Jones. 


Ye phyſical tribe, 
Whote knowledge con its in hard words and grimace, 
hen c'er you pete ibe, have at your devotion 
Pill,, bo'us, or potion, be what will the catc : 
Pray where is the nced, to purce, bitter, and bleed, 
Vin ailing yourtelves, the whole faculty owns, 
net th. iurms of old Calen are net to prevailingy 
As mth with good claret, and bumpers, Sque Jones, 


Ye fox-hunters, eke. 

That follow the call of the horn an the hound, 

Who your ladies tortake before they're awake, 
To beat up the breake where the vermin is found, 

Leave Piper and Biueman, ſhrill Dutchets and 'Viuverman; 
No mulic is found in fuch diſſonant tenes : 

Wou'd vou raviſh you; eats, with the fongs of the ſpherey 
Has ! away to the Claret and bumpers, quite Joucs. 


$ O0 N G CXXII. f 


V HEN Britain f{t at Heaven's command, 
Arole trom out the azure main, 
Tius was the charter of the land, 
Ard guatdian auge fung this rain, 
kule Britannia, Ezitannia rule the waves 
Ertuns ntver will Le llaves. 


ng nations not ſo bleſt as thee, | 
Mu't in their turns tu tyrants fall, | 


The d:cad aad eavy ot them all. 


1 ity (SY C. 


Still more majeflic halt thou riſe, 
More drezatal hem each foreign ſtioke, 
As tbe lou blaſts that tear the ict, 
Serve but to ict thy natise oak, 

Rule, Cc. 


—— — no ann — — 
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e hanghty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame, 
A. their attempts to bend these owns 
bat aufe thy genton flame. 
A1) work tlicit wor, but th; 1CnN9% n. 


Rule, & c. 


To thee belong the rural rein. 

Try cities hill with corn. ree frae, 
All thine tall by the tum oct main, 
Ani cen jhore indie Line, 


Rule, &c. 


The mutcs, ſt ! with Freecom found, 

Shall ts thy bappy cvalt regie, 

Bleit ile! with matchiels beauty crumn' d, 

And manly heaits to guard tne fair. 
Rule, &c. 


00 N 0 CXXIII 
The SOLDIEERs MEDLEY. 


HE la'k was up, the mornigy grey, 
: The drums had beat a revelicy, | 
And jolly to.diers on the ground, 
In peacctul camp» fl-<pt late and found ; 
On one poor tokdier, who, 
Nougit but love could cer tubdue, 
V/andver'd to a ne.Q1b rio grove, 
There tab ent his langt love. 


U * * 
On, women a'e delicate, dangetcu thing), 


Their ivects, like the boy's, are ingled with ſtinge, 


They ae oct to be Si, e without Care ans colt, | 
Tuc arc haut Vn and at cally ti j ä ; ' 
In leck ing a fair vic | found to my unatt, 
I Know nut the way, but 1 loit my poor hewt, ' 
As on the ground he lay, 
Nlincrva came that war, 
In armour brieht and gay; 
Auu uato bim did 44), 7 


* 


FI e, to tier, rite: 

Wa Line fun kae beat to 211737, 
Hur! to tac foil 2b. mv, 

Fans ne. b auty, mind your dutv, 


I hink nat vi her c 
Rite, onder, rite; 
Ill take you by the hau, 

And cad you tLivagh Wy law, 


L 3 Az 


I, 4 4 at 
S$4*+S#4 + 4% + 
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Ant Tilgive you the command 
Of a choſen band, 

Rite, fold; cn, 11e, 

Dont be ſtupid, 

I: ive avay Ci; tf, 

Follow Minerva's wiſe advice. 


ies, go home, go home, 
N Cer min your mitt: 4% ſcorn, 
© „, fir t her again, Aight, flight her agais, 
Uo 1. ted love thoukd divht return. 


L!{ ctortier thus rous'd from his amorous love, 
tiaitcl away to his duty, 

Ani facts to Siinecra a tertible oath, 

He'd never tant more of her beauty, 
Batchelors blutt, batchelors bluft, 
Fiigh tor a kent at tough as a buff. 


{1 oe that are ſingle never wear horns, 
Tro'e that live tingle are happy; 
Tho:e that arc manied lye upon thorns, 
Aa alwiys!ook ragged ann thabby, 
Ci:cke d, come (FILLS cacko de, come dig. 
Round abut, cuckolu , come vance to my jigg- 


Thoſe that live fingle fear not a tout 
Nothing to them can be iweeter, 
Ihey have co wite to win per or out, 
Saying how can you leave me, Cu creature? 
Bitciiciors bs, batchelors biufts 
Keitgh fr a heart as tough as a but. 


Ye belles and beaus fo ſmart and fair, 


Say were not luldiers fortu'd tor love, 
Pim ture you'll frid them all fincere, 
I h% but K nit and cmltant prove z 
But if you fight ethcit pafiions hill, 
Aid yrat nie ver hea tr ſo true, 
Depond upon i they} rebel, 

Ana will not ca < a fg 'or you, 


On, hald your fooiilh tongue, 

A littie laughing Cuy ks laid, 
Hive you not heatd it ſung, 

That conilancy will win a maid : 
Then what on earth of heav'n above 
I: ua! to the joys uf lover 


Let 


„ * 


ls „ 


3 r 


aan... ibs. and tn. 
31313 
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Let Wisdom preach in ſchools, 
What has ſhe with love to do? 
We go not by her rules, 
Unbounded plzalures we purſue: 
On roty wings our fancy thes, 
And ev'ry worldly care uches. 


Let Mars in council byuaſt 

Of retvlution, Itrength, and art, 
Love comes without a polt, 

Ard ſtcals away the ſoldict's heart; 
Leb eaks the bow, the (word, the ſpear, 
And turns the angry face of war, 


The greateſt men alive, 

By Cupid s bo have been o'ercome, 
"Tis vain with love to flrive, 

Though arm'd with ſpear, or ſword or gun; 
Then ground your arms, ſons of war, 
There's no quar: elling with the fair. 


SON G CXXIV. 


On mating a nemrrable general peace, ritten by the Earl of 
* „ in ihe FanLs of which there 11 /a intereſting 2 
Monat, (exciufive of its Ari. drellery thai the public 
bu be highly pleaſed with this, ameng the many other chucs 
pueces of Fumzgar. Tane: A vegging vie will go. 


12 Welchmen, partners in a cow, 


Kelolv'd to tell her dear: 
They laid theic heads together how 
To do't at Ludlow fair. 
Fat de rl, de rel, de rel, de rol, de rel, 
de rel, de rol, de del; dil da, 


Twas on a ſultry ſummer's day, 
When on they moese the batt; 

And having got about ha way, 
They laid them Cown ty t. 


The cow, a creature of no breeding, 
The place wit eg! als being to. d, 
Fed by, and while fac was a tecding, 


Let iall a mi-hty t-. | ' 


RoGus, quoth Hycn, I' tell thee what, 
Two words andi have done: 

If thou wilt fat eat up that, 
The cow is all thy owa. 
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Tig done, quoth Rogge, tis agreed, 
And to't he went avace ; 

He was lo caver tet, tis laid, P 
That he turgot his grace. 


He labvour'd with his wooden ſpoon, E- 0 
And ub he flopp'd the tun; 

Tb the time that halt was done, 
He tel he had enouyh. 


He felt. ut corning to lock back, 
Wan feem fit fo want more ; 

And then he made 4 freſh attack, 
As vigorous as before. 


But ſtopping ſhort a-while, he cry'd, 
How tu es it, neighiour HuGu ? 

I hope by this tnhou'rt latisty'd, 
Wno'e matter of the cow. 


„„ „% — W 


Ay, ay, quoth Hun, the devil choke thee, 
For nothing elle will go't; 
I'm tati»ty'd that thou haſt broke me, 
«+ PUalets thou wilt give out. 


Give out, quoth RocGex, that were fine, 
Why what nave I been doing! 

Yet | will tell ther, triend of mine, 
I will not leck thy ruin. 


M, heart now turns apainſt ſuch gains, 
I know tnou'rt piteous poo. 3 

Eat thou the halt tht fill remains, 
And ti: as "tas bote. 


Cod's bleſſing on thy heart, quoth HoGm, 
That mw viter none can gainlay, 

With that he read'ly fell to, 
And eat his are of taniey. 


And now, quoth HuGn, there is no doubt 
Or either ide mucn winner 

So hav we been, quoth tluGHn, without 
Its d a——d contounded dunner. 


The MoxraL. 


Thus priaces. war with equal rage, . 
Through faced thirſt ot power; by 
This ga ns a battle, that a ſicge, 
So tis as twas belore. 


SONC 
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SONG CXXV, 


Ou've heard, no doubt, how all the globe 
Was loak'd of old with Noah's flood! 
Sec! here's a globe that holds a lea! 
A ſea of liquor twice as good! Tol lol de rok 


Had Noah's been a flood like this, 
And Anak's ſons ſuch fouls as I, 
They'd drank the deluge as it roſe, 
Aud leſt the ark, like Noah, dry. Tol lol de rub 


3.0 N G CXXVL 


FOuld you be a man in faſhion ? 
Would you (cad a life divine“ WE 
Take a little dram of paſſion, (a little dram of patios) 
In a lully doſe of wine. | 
If the nymph has no compaſſion, 
Vain it is to ſigh and groan ; 
Love was but put in for faſhion, 
Wie will do the work alone, 


SONG CXXVII. 


H an honeſt old friend, and a merry old ſong, 
Aud a flaſk ef old port, let me fit the night long, 
And laugh at the malice of thoſe v-ho repine, 
That they malt ſ ig porter, whillt 1 cag driak wing 


I envy no mortal, tho? ever ſo great, 

Nor ſcoru [| a wretch tor his lowly cRtate ; 
But what I avhor, and eſteem as A curte, 
Is povr nets of {p:rit, not poornels of purſe. 


Then dare to be generous, dauntleſe, anc] gay, 
Let's merrily pals lite's remainder awiy; | 
Upheld by our irtends, we our foes may deſpiſe; 
For the more we are envy'd, the higher we rite. 


SONG CXXVIII. 


* INT. does wonders ev'ry day, 
Makes the heavy light and gay 
Thtows ofF ail their melancholy ; 
Makes the witelt go aſtray, 
And the buly toy and play, 
And the poor and need) jolly. 


Vine 
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Wine makes trembling cowa!.]5 bold, 

Men in „cats forget they're ola, 
Woracn leave their coy Giitatntss, 

Who ti; then vac thy ard © d; 

Matos a niygard flight his geld, 
And the top in catcrtainiog. 


S Fun. 
* INZ's a miſtreſs gay and eaſy, 


F.ver tee to give delight; 
Let what miy Pe! Plex and tcare e, 
Is the bottle lets ail right. 
Who would leave a lafting trealure, 
Tc em ace a chiliith plealure, 
Winch loon as taſted takes its flight! 


Pierce the caſk of gen'rous claret, 
Foute your hoarts, erg "tis too late; 
Fill the goblet, never ipare if, 
That's your aiimunr 'yaink all fate. 


s 0. RN G . 


F any ſo wile i, 
That tack he deſpiſce, 
Let him dank his ſmall beer, ani be ſober; 
Whilit we drink wine, and ling 
As it it were tpring, 
He tha!l droop like the trees in October. 


But be ſure, over night, 
It this dug 4o you bite, 
Yon take it heacctoith for a Warning, 
Soon as out of your bed, 
To ieitle vour head, 
Take a hair of ri; tail in the morning. 


And be not o filly 


10 teilow ola Lily; 


For there's noth ug bat wine that can tuge 86, 


Let his ne <{/usſcas 
Be put in his cap-caſe, 
And uns b. bits 1 72 4. 


O0 NS 
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SO N G CXXXI. 


F wine and muſick have the pov'r 
; To cate the licknets of the loul, 
Let Phrebur ev ry ſtring explore, 

And Bacchus il the tprightly bowl. 


Let them their friendly aid employ, © 
To make my Chlor's ablence light, 

And eck tor p!catures fo deſtroy 
The | wruws of this live-lony, night. 


But he to-morrow -v-ill return; 
Venus, be thou to-morrow great, 

Thy myrtles ew, thy oduurs burn, 
And imeet the fav'rite nymph in ſtate. 


Kind Goddeſe, to no other pow'rs 
Let us to-morrow's blc flings on; 
Thy darling loves ſhall guide the hours 
And all the day be thige alone. 


SON G CXXXIL 
F Phillis denies me relief, 


It ſhe's angry, III leek it in wine; 
Though ſhe laughs at my amorous grief, 
At my mirth why ſhould the repine ? 


The ſparkling champaiga ſhall remove 
All the grief my duil foul has in tore, 
My reaton | loit when I lov'd, 
By drinking what can 1 do more? 


Would Phillis but pity my pain, 
Or my amorous vows would anprove, 
The juice of the grape I'd ditdain, 
And be drunk with nothing but love. 


SONG CXXXIII. 


Ortals, wiſely learn to meaſure 
Time by the extent ot joy; 
Tafc's a ſhort and fleeting pleaturc, 
Then be gay, 
Whilſt you may, 
And your hours in mirth employ, 


Never let a miſtreſs pain you, 
Though ſhe meets you with a frows; 


SS | 


Ply 
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Fly to wine 'twill ſoon unchain you, 
Chear thy heart, 
And all matt, 

In a ſweet oblivioa drown. 


If love's fiercer flames ſhonld ſeize you, 
To lome gentler maid repair, 
She'll with ſoft endearments eaſe du; 
On her brealt, 
Lull'd to relt, 
Eas'd of loc, and freed from care. 


Friendſhip, Love, and Wine united, 
From all ills defend the mind, 
By them guarded and delighted; 
__ ſtate, 
Smile at fate, 
And leave ſortow to the wind. 


SON G CXXXIV, 


O the God of Wine 
My tong and my cefign 
With a grateful ſpirit will I raiſe, 
"Tis my heart's delight 
To give him ev'ry night, 
And to cariol mertily his praiſe. 


Monarch Bacchns, gay and young; 
Free to ſave us, 
And relieve us, 
When the world goes wrong. 
Sound his name, 
Raile it high, 
Sing his fame 
To the ſky, 
Till the wide world join in our ſong. 


Shou'd a mortal dare 

His merry ſubjects ineer, 
Let him dread the fate decreed. 

A new law wel} weigh'd 

The drinking court has made, 
And to juſtice thus they proceed. 


Set the rebel to the bar, 
That the traitor, 
Bound in fetter, 

May his ſentence hear. 


Let 


— JI 
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Let the rogue, 
In a ung, 
Like a dn. 
Take a (wings 
Or be diovn'd in rot-gut ſmall-beer. 


S ON G CXXXY. 


WI N T R R. 


HF.N the trees are al bare, net a leaf to be ſee 
And the meadows then beauty hive I ft, 
When all Nature's dittab'd of het mantic of green, 
And the zivers are bound by the trott : 
When the pealint inactive ande fhiv'ting with cold, 
A+ bleak the winds northerly Flow, 
An! the innocent fineks teu an to the fold, . 
With their fleeces all cover d with tnow. 


In the yard, when the cattle are toiider'd with ſtraw, 
And they tend forth their breath with a eam; 

When the newt lord. u Cary mace linds fie mult thaw, 
Flakes of ice the beholils n tor wamn ; 

When the tweet country maden, 2» Heth as a roles 
Ott falls a the carcietsly fte, 

And the ruthic lauehs ſoud it in tipping fie ſhews 
Thole ciarms winch her modetty hides, 


———ů — 


When the lid and the laifes in company join'd, 
With rantures on cach other cage, 
Talk of witches and laistes that ride on the wind, 
And of hots "null they fre Af in amaze: 
| ben the bu ds to the barn coor won huv "ring ior ſod, 
| Or ſilenth tit cr the tp ay, 
Ani the por tim lace in vain ſeeks the wood, 
Leſt her tootiteps her courie hould bett ay. 


Heav'n grant in that treaſon it may be my lot, 
| With the ny mph whom | love any eite, 
When the icicies hang hom the evey 01 a cot, 
We may thither in ſatctyictise; 
Where in neatn: > and quiet, an tee fem alarms 
We may live and cach ot nic, 
With plesſure efled on tis ue, long envy charmy 
| Which pullcfiion gener could Cluy. 


s ONO © CXXXVT. 
AY Damon long fiany'd my heart to obtain, 
The pretticſt young thept.crd that pipes on the plain; 
M I'd 
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I'd hear his ſt tale then declare tuas ami“, 
And would often lay no when thought to tay yes. 


Laſt Va'entine's day to aut cot tage he came, 

And luought me two lambkins to witne.s his flame ; 
Oh take theſe, he © y'd, thor more tair thin the fleece, 
I could hardly ſay no, tho' aſham'd to fay ves. 


Soon aſter, one morning, we (at in the grove, 

He pee my hand bard and in fighs breath*( his love; 
Then tenderly afk'd if I'd grant bim a kits, 

L deſign'd twice lid no, but mitlock and ſaid yes. 


At this, with delight, his heart jump'd in his breaſt, 
Ye rods! he cry'd, Chloe will now make me bleſt 
Come 'ct's to the church and ſhare conjuyal bite, 
To prevent being ted | was forc'd to lay yes. 


] ne'cr was (© pleas'd with a word in my lite, 

I ne'er was fo happy as fee I'm x wilt, - 
Ihen take, ye young damſe ls, my couriel in thin, 

Ye muit all dic old maids if ye will rot ſay ys. 


SONG CXXXVII. 


F ET ſchosl maſters puzzle their train, | 
With grammar, and nonſenſe, and leaning; 

Govt ur, | fHoutly maintain, 

Gives genius, a butter Gitcerring. 
Let them brag of their Heatheniſh Gods, 

Their Lathes, their Styxes, and Stygian- ; 
Their Quis, and their Quz+, ard their Quet's, 

Thev'ie all but a parcel of Pigeons. 

1::08&%le, toroddle, toroll. 


When m«ttociit preachers come down, 
A preaching that drinking is fintul, 
I'll wage: the ratca 5 a crown, _ 
T hey always preach bett with a ſcinful, 
But whey you come down with your Pence, 
For a ſlice cf their tcurvy region, 
Fil leave it to all men of lene, 
But you, my good friend, arc the pigeon. | 
Toroddle, toroddle, toroll. 


Then come, put the jorum about 
And let us be merry an clever, 
Our hearts and our liquors are bout, 


Here's the Thice jully Pigeons for ever. 
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Let ſome cry np. womicork » 1: e, 
You tar „h Out Guan, An Ver wiegen: 5 
But a te tiene birds it the aht, 
Here's a health t the Vice fir! cous 
*Lviociry to. ole, toroll. 


S O0 N G . CXXXVIitk 


I. women we are, 
r the chair, 


An} as it tor tre nor umm as men, 
Mein ſcold on the boi, 
And exunine a wen. h, 
Aud le them, want iketiom, an! lie them, cen he wrong 


nov. ani ten, in!! 


Ke hein, £40 be Wrong ne af} tien, 

Cuor. For lool the word thry? and you'lt tink nine 1a 
ten, old women can Co, ola weten can do, did Wuineh 
can do, a mach as 944 mes. 


We can hear a jad cate, 
With a no meaning 1c, 
And though halle het ſeem to be deep; 
Leave a'l to the wieik, | 
And when matters grow dark, 
Their wo. fnins had better yo lleep.- 
For lock, NC. 


When our wiſdom is taſk'd, 
And hard quceitions are ad, 
We antwer them bett with a ſnare , 
We can mump a tit bit, 
And can joke with:ut wit, 
Pray what can their woiſhips do more? 
For look, &c. 


Ss O0 N © CXXXIX 
A vilded ſerpent: ſrek the ſun, 


In filthy mazes fubt'ly turning, 
The amvitiou. thus glate creeping on; 
May 1 ve itiil tuch tpicndor corning. 
CHor. Ob my bonny, bonmy Bacchus, 
My roy, vintage-bictling Bacchus, 
Without deceit, 
By thie we're great, 
For only thou car:ft greatly make us. 


As moles for worms (tho! purblind) try, 
Burying themſelves in dirt rais'd lumber, a 
M 2 *$1:iſk 
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Mi ſt uſclef toro mes Fin cnn nn my, | 
Let no tuch {ratch my thou, tsendumber. | 
Oh my bonn, Ste. 


Th. þ ves hore, horn, and hound can yield | 
d * 
The ruttic ieee thinks deen. | 
The coun be quits tor Ce ip ev eld, 
Dit a bort e' chat twe's mute inviting. 
On my bonny, Sc. 


The ſos deadiul dangers court, 
And omiunythocyh the teas Purluing ; 
We 00 1 3 2600 the * YL for putt, 
1. une Ne vwvep 1 Lille g Patt! Re 
Oh my bunny, c. 


Pale, love-ſick fool, mop'd by deſpair, 
Who whimper intdit couquertifh 3 
And quit their bottle For the fair, 
Are liupid wate!-irinking alics. 


Oh my bunny, S&c. | 


No longer, lovers, lonely pine, 
Hence forth be batter taug tt your duties 
Leave ladies in their tus tow uv line, 
And let biifk bumpers be your beauties | 
On my bunny, Cc. | 


8s 0 N 8 CNL. | | 
E fons of the litter, fave car, 
* enzer Fatt! ae. [4:4 \ ay, [ 


The a E 8 A N £0 rar, 
You 1; et to cut u Il way, 
But with Ant mh Thu p a> 1240s, ind demache as deen 
Stan 14 by cut tino fat an tra“ len. 


The ivierce of et'cy s 0d, 
Its antiquity NO mem can doubt: 
The“ Adam var kjucamith wore told, 
Ive n ound att tt gut. 
Then with Enes ther %s, and Romachs at keen 
Our patllage ct“ ou! tf 2 tat and thru lezn, 


— 


Thro' the wor! Hom the es to the caſt, 
Whetier city, vi country, or Cwart, 
There's pon, hotter re or pri« ft, 
But with Again cont Hes the ort; 
When with daes thay a tar, an Bemachs as keen, 
Ther paliaige tue cut duo lat ad aig! lean. 


At 
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At london. the chit mw 1 races 
From a Kimm a: holy St. lau“ 
Strait rides in 4 cet 
To a dinner at Fill wage Hai! 
Whure with kniac ll. ash 4 Loc "1c, an 5. ama. h at keen, 
H:: patlaye he cut; tio) tel ai tio cam. 


: Thete CONC Aldein. n Vd. ane ur, 
Aad re rd beiter ty at. that Ca. 
Or how iche t tar 
1h \Y 1d, 41 Ka 51 4 an. 4! 3 
There v.itit k. FDD nach at keen, 


* 


* 


Tlidir lia, E. „ren ti tat a. une an. 
144 men, 
mc ruler ot evg feet, 
Thither go to cut anden 2 in; 
They, like mag tate, lite te eat. 
Then with knives tap ' „h an! een whe 22 een, 
Theit patlage they cutth v tat and tity wean, 


Commu RISE | "Ci. and 


At the sound oi the wat inige boil, 
On 4 cawdiy the wire dete 

With a tac all in latin to till, 
The wander to cating 4t. ind, 


Then with knives Nyitp 4s an, and ſtemache as keen, 
Their patlage they cur thy) tat and o' can. 


At the horn's moi! uUntuy(þnhcable rn toc, 
The judge rep: lk tin it wiw. 
And with ii Cie why ev: cr throats, 

SEW OM 2.4 x ard |; 


$ _ 4 LF . 
Then Wilt Aires „nc 210 1 ens 45 een, 
Tic: Pail tre Line) CUE t! 


o * * 
. 4 i» 144 4A. Sx 5 140. 


At the Knick at treter hatt h. 
Tune roy ee 1 %n cm, enz 
An. mm, iu ien n „en. 
"> iv try at 4. waYat 1x EY, 11. 
Then wil niden ham as 4 GF. nacks 386 Keen. 
Their pala hy et toro) lat and : © M12 
Ne ther en, eite 1 N Deuten: of 
teen the woigh rr te vc zun bes 
Ha eme. tun inne! tin telle, 
Aad us Wilt 1 al Ty * a * . 2 


* 
Tun uin err han hren 1 ungut cen, 
His plage he cut Atto“ tat 44 1 61 


s * * 
1 |< wie 


Ihe "tyuire males t. 


f N Ces ETD, 
Ober hills and tue“ wee bis code 


N 3 


| 
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And after a het of freth air, 
IIe as hung. ) returns as his hot ſe; 7 
Then w:th Kune at as razor, and Homach as keen, 
H: paſſive ke cuts thro' tat add thro! [can. 
Here the Joctor, the lau yer, divine, J 
The dt, the tradelmag, ail meet 5 6 
I'nur cue att their ton ie to cine; 
—— I: 4ll to be able to et. 
Then wan knives thaip a> razor, and ſtomachs as been: 
Ou: patlage let“ cut tho? tet and thto' lean. 
A te. is an emblem of life, | 
nde nol nt we tulle but we're gone; 
Fe Can tay | hive ay 2 C004 knite, 
Few or t une, lifes o host, tew or none. 
Then with knives thap as ta ore, and thomachs as keen, 
Our pallage ict's cut to' tat and thio? jean, 
So. 0: 05 CALI 
N the fietds in tofts and ſnows, 
1 Waching late an cal, 
Thiel! ke jt my tatine: *s COVE, 
There | milk am tairly : 
Buoing lc, La0tng there, 
Hite a Loo, there A., every where à boo. 
0 dely all cate ang eie, 
In a Casting Glliiliy e. 
Then at home among ſt the ſoule, 
Watelinp late and tar iv, 
There I tang my these 8 ble, 
There | tec em £21: 2: * 
WhoGing here, wacutine tae: e | 1 


Here a who there a whtn, every where a whe. 
We Gety all care, Sec. 


When the ſumme fue heap, 
Watching ate aud early; 

Then I ſhezr my father's ſhecp, 
The'1 | bee WP tle: mcarly: 

Bac: 115 keto, bating there, 

Here a bae, therr a bac, every where a bat. 
We dcty all care, &c. 


In the morning, cre twa: light, 
In the mosi. ich early : 

There | met with m1 delight, 
Oh, he lov'd e dewiy ; 


Wooing 


LOYAL SONGS. 


Wooing here, wooing there, 
Here a woo, there 4 Woo, every wherc a woo. 
Oh, how tice from case, &. 


In the morn, at fix o'clock, 
In the motuing carly, 

There | ted our Lersch cock 
There | ted bin vatly :; 

Cou, COU, cou, polle, oi, goble n 

Heir a cou, thetic 4 chu. eve y here a cod. 
Oh, how tree trom cure, XC. 


In te morning, near the fe nr, 
In the mornins cally, 

There | [ee d iny tathe!'s hene, 
The el fren them early : 

Cackle he- e, ca KK there, 

Here a cackle, there a cackle, every « hcre a cache. 
Oi, how tree lrom cage, &. 


In the morn ny witt, good type cd, 
la the raoining c. 

I, m. tather*- ducks do feed, 
Thcre 1 tevd them early : 

Quacking he'e, quacking there, 

Here 1 quack, {hee & quack, C\CryY v. CLE > quack. 
Oh, how tric 1:iom care, &. 


In the morning tir and ne, 
In the munen cart), 
There | tent my tall: Lv ne, 
There | ecd tet warly : 
Granting be: re, vrunting there, 
Here a unt, thicre a grunt, cvery v here 4 bent. 
Cb, nou ire trom care and it: ite 
I» a picataat country Ins. 


8 ON © XI. 


LI. ſing you a feng that was never in prints 
Tisneul and truly nne out of ife mint, 
And I'll tei vou befe c haue, ne ud mattung int 
Tol, dul, Kc. 


*Tis nothing I think, tis nothing | write, , 
*Tis nothing I court, "tis nothing fight. 
And I don't care a pin it 1 pet nothing b; 't. 

Tol, dol, &c. 


Fire, air, earth and water, birds, beate, ff, azad ates, 
Did ſtart out of nothing, a chav. a deu, 
And 
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And all things mult turn to nothing again. 
Tol, de, &c. 


The lad that makes love to a delicate ſmooth thing, 

And hove+ to obtain her by ftighing, and ſoothing, 

Mon [ro uently makes much ado about nothing. 
Tol, dol, &c. 


But ſoon as his patience and purſe are decay'd, 

He may to the arm» vi « whore be vetray', 

For ihe that has no ing mutt needs be a maid, 
Tol dol, Sc. 


"Tis nothing makes many thing< often-times hit, 

As wh-n fon + among Wile men do ſientiy lit; 

The too! that lays nuthing may pats tor a wit. 
Tol, dol, &. 


When firſi by the ears we together did fall, 
Then lomethiug got nuthiny, and nothing got all, 


From nothing we came, aud to nctiung we lall, 
Tol, col, &c. 


If aoy man tax me with weakneſ* of wit, 
And 11) +, that on nowng [ nothing have wit, 
I thall antwe;. Lx 1 mb, fr. 

Tol, do“, &c. 


But let his due ctdton be ever ſo tall, 

This very uod Nuit ny may give bim a fall, 

For in v.iiting of ruthing | compeiient all. 
101. del, Sc. 


So let eie, man give the poet his due, 

For ts 4 eas Mich him, as tis now with vou, 

He ue then tho! be had nothing to do. 
101, 0 „ &c 


* 


i. ve of. Anta „dat will you . 


Wat be landilo he . ou cherc's not wg to pay 7 
105. Gol, Ic. 


This very word ovilunc, Oran the tight war, 


F CXILIII. 
EAR heut u 2t a terme le am l led, 
A dog hes tat a ſhelter'd and ted ; 
Nis, ht ing 2. tis fame, 
My 14171 1 dete 418 5 
Mc with to cc let me es dead. 


What 


# } 


| 


* 
* 
o 
| 
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What c'e.'s to be done, 
Poor black muſt run, 
Munde here, Mango dere, 
Munwoe cry wine 
Alwe anc! Ty ley 5 
f Sirrah cone, Hutah go, 

Do to, and do 0. 

Oh! On. 

Me with to de lord me was dead. 


8 CXI.1V. 
| \ 2 Roger came taping at Datly's winde, 


Thumoaty, thumpaty, tiump ; 
He ber 54 lor aumittance, the antwancd him no, 
Cum tz, glu mate, glump. 
My Dolly, my dear, \ our rig love i here, 
Dumpaty, dumpaty, dump 
No, no, Royer, no, at ou came vou may go. 
Stumpaty, {tumpaty, nh. 


— — 


Oh ! what is the rcaſon, dear Dolly, he cry'd, 
Humpaty, &c. 

That thus I'm catt „, and unkinily deny'd. 
Trumpat), Sc. 

Some tival mare dear, I gluale has been here, 
C:umnaty, XC. 

Suppe ſe there's hen tao, pray what's that to you? 
Numpitp, Sc. 


Oh! tien w th a ſigh, hi fad farewel he took, 
dumpity. &. | 

Ari ail in detpair le lcap'd into the brook, 
Plum ;-:t;,, &. 


; Hi cou a: © he 5:1 d, he found bhimie!t iool'd, 
Mumpaty, SC. 
He Iwar to the ſhore, and au Doll, nv more. 
Dumpat, Sc. 
Ob! then ſhe recall), and recall d dum again, 
Nampaty, & 
od he 1 ' . , 
Vail he. ev a madinan, ian over the plain: 
Stnmmpaty, &. 
Determin det, nod a amel more kind, 
. Jumpaity, Lc. 
Wie Dotly's attaid, me mult die zu old mais 
Muwpaty, &. 


* 


is: 
1 
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S 0. NC CXLV, 
73 in conmte on ſul 5 1 * 1 nd, 


22 Joe | tf you ente tain; ” 


es YOu FUL th judge vod, t:1cad 
By a ti beinad the ewitain 
bas mere goes 
Git 3:4: ot your foes, 
"71 be I 
0 101 it cem untertan. 


8 O N G CXLVIE 


TOW we are all met together, 
Like büds of one :cather, 


Let us drink and be 2 mictly merry ; 
Tho' tartunc may frown, 
Her malice We'll drown, 


In a flood of neat pert or biight ſherry, 
Come bring a treth flatk, 


And broach eve caik 

We had better be pru«tently mad, 
With enliv”aing good liquor, 
(I'll appeal to the vica!) 

Than, als-like, be {tupidly fad, 


"Tis wile to be £49, 
And enjoy thee to-day, 
Without too fond care for to-morrow ; 
For howe'er we may tret, 
Not one doit of our debt, 
Can be peid by whole ycais of dull forrow.. 


S O N G CXLVIL 
O Steer her up, and had her gawny 


tler rites at the mill, Jo; 
But gin ſhe winna take a man, 
Een let her take her will, Jo. 
Prithce jad leave lilly thinking, 
Cuil thy cares of love away : 
Let's our ſorrows Grown in drinking, 
"Tis Jatiin langer to delay. 


See that ſhining glaſs of clarct; #® 
How 1nvitingly it looks ! 

Take it aft, and let's have mair ot; 

Fox on fighting, trade aud books; 


6 


% 
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Let's have pleaſure white we're able, 

| Bring us in the meikle bowl ; 

Plat va th' ride of the table, 
Aud let wind and weather gruwl, 


Cali the drawer let him fell it 
Fon as ever it can bold : = 
O tak tent ye inna tpul it; | 
Ti marr precieus tar than gold. t1 
By you've d.ank 4 dozen buinpene, 
Bachus wil begin fo prove, 
Epite ct Venus and her muUmpers, 
Di.nking better is than love. 


S$ 0 N CXLVIII. 
V HEN Bacchus the patron of love, wit, and mirth, 


With viney ares hat pianted the tae of the earthy 
Tho" nations turn'e rebel, and biet tem tus t ay, 
Some, unk with tin hourties, horny to wary ; 
Derry down, Gown, donn, der, Conn. 5 


He harnet d bi tygers, he marſhale his force, 

Sil nus was tuftie!, ord Pan led the lente, 

The (ange they pai d, came in nieht of the foe, 

And itruck tram all dead, vithout itiiking 4 blow. 
Denn down, Sc. 


| *Pwas Pan die the feat, put their troops in a fright, 
For bs fhiy Noic tnto their camper nf > 
| Anu, whit they in Hen, nyt he am ug teh matter, 
He dien lt telt wine, H. then 4 wWj With water. 
Le: ry. een, “. 


| * 
Nest morn, win tlicy weke, and the bottle: pull'd orh 
| Th. it it * 1 tas GUN p*:k MM anh „ee iht; 
* 
} Tis ti mbilc + om on en to in till inet inc 


Fig. Wing tn cant tic Iman. nnen 120 
Lit) Wen, XC 


Ye hs o Lu oper, whole m1 {141 14 made 
Ai Shiv tt i ot the d 61 1s 4 11 md, 
Wei jJu-tge OF 1. x bis han adi} ew (RE att 
Coun you, . 1. my ati, Na... lt to wart ? 


Lei yt, e 


The Huch of twe (5: coke, Ae xande o nate, 
As muck by lis Gilgaing ab Ugltlily „ne; 
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He was ſure os the vietory,, lads, you mult think, 
Who di ink but to conquer, and conquer'd to drink. 
Lerry coun, &. 


By tou! pale-tac'd viiiains, who on drank water, 

Git at Caiar wess dragy'ed to the ienate houlc flaugliter 

Had thay dank what they ought, they'd have dropy” a their 
d« 116 11, 


And no wore {pit his blood than we bucks ſpill our wine. 


Derry dow. n, Sc. 


Tis by maxim more nob'e we nourith our youth, 


Kept cont! ant ty clark they re conftiant to truth. 

On the vi! tes of vine you nay ialety depend, 

He win ticks to ls bottle will thick to his f. iend. 
Deity dove ty, VC. 


*Ti« wine, libe the tun, that invig'rates our hours, 

Wine bloom dur complexion as Sui blooms the flower: ; 

And, a> birds grateful ſing when he tpreads his bright 
rave, 

So ve bucks, in full chorus, chaunt bright claret's praile. 
Derry down, & 


Mark each rote, when the fun from the ho! izon'®+ fied, 

Shuts his loaves, dM weeps, and hangs beavy his head; 

When bis wine's gone, each buck thus as fad will bes 
come, w_ 


Fold his aims, give a ſigh, hide his bead and ſbulk 
home. 


Derry down, &. 


RID or 711 Deing!nG Sorge, 


TOAST S 


8 
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TOASTS, SENTIMENTS, & 
HO3Z NOBS. 


AY our pleaſures be boundie!s, while we have time to 


enzuy th. im. 
All the joys . Love and Wine. 
Univertal Bonuvo cace, 
The St2h without lurrow, 
Health in free om. 417 content in bondage. 
May the patſion or w.y,men ve ſtrunger than the prejudice or 
education. | 
May our joy and vigour be united, and both be extenſive. 


May out joys with the tain, cre pleature to the heart. 


May our bappin: ts be uncteie, an war yo be laſting. 
Ma; the eule i 1 Out 1% be C ua! l [ the fr it attack. 

4 ! 1 7 | 4 
Homnur An ig Put eto tn DU iC ed NatoOns t trade. 


Ma: conteryt the tate 08 tech 4inviig us 4 hunt in tor ern 
tpr 1 „ IG tie delt uchion ide trade and manutictures vf 


lc) and, 
The , e of i it, ang Ube. t; in love. 
Le, re, ard [hott 
Th. N2;!t 9. K. a1 In ad I !: hman. 
u b t 0 CD AW ee 1214 $0 our enemies. 


Nia l 11 ti * alt n 117 El (1: *> 44 1 1 ' $67 6 Nv 0 


2 refs the 2 9 W's; 4 4 CK E 06 324 if! 4. + 1162 0fy. 

Mit e cventr. en ard ho mio mn! „tte ion. 

kia 6. ' bo hed vt. ALIVE tier wot at the, dave 
im x. E <1 

Unite, Ran: e 299 [10 the 1000 of bilan . 

Cob, -le k t Keel . 

Cov. 4 bre 4 es ne FUG aid! rein 4 horſe ; 
and a „n Ane tt > ENCES 0 $i fl | 


May tlie „1% D CASISYSLARCE Le Cp Uy che mu zs 23 arcge 
amn. 


F 2 1 1 . 
Lons 45.35 11} %ort hoes to the enen, © of Trend, 
NI. od Fg: 5 «15 ,% FLAME Lt. ien.“ $03} ICLAL 
Al. nit Ni incrit nen. Want A ien J. 


Muy we t. quali. atic ir lut Alan ts of pretyerity and 
adverſity, | 
That virtue may ailvvayo be anbly rovarded, 
That caudon: 1:5. Lonely tr always be ot gorer nin“ prige 

ite. 
May ow; crHKlende be ſound, ti.“ our loztune be fetten. 
N May 


OW 


May temptation never conquer virtue. 

May virtue 4:ways prove victorious. 

Lecent aconomy. 

Frugality without meanneſe. 

May tumporal concerns never break in upon ſpit itual duty. 

May power be influenced by juitice only. 

May we never talte the apples of aftiction. 

May we be rich in Fiends rather than money. | 

May we be luved by loſe whom we ore. 

May te who wants tricndthip allo want friends. 

May our dutinguichiug mark be merit-rather than money. 

May we be flares to nothing but our duty, and friends to no- 
thing but merit. 

May abil:ty for doing good be cqualled by inclination. 

May our benevolence be bounded only by our fortune. 

Mia) thole who inherit the title of gentleman by birth deſcrve 
it by their behaviour, 

May we never piai'cany man to undo him. | 

NI. y we never tv. car a tradelman out of his due, or a credu- 
lous girl out ot her viitue 

May piovidence unitc the hearts that love. 

More induttry and leg vanity to the people ut Irclands 

1 vilicime pleaturc, 2nd plealing toil. 

Sect Briais. 

Ficature here, and he! pine ſ hereaſter. 

te losing jametters, 

Tue load to a chrifte ning. 

A game at All Fuuis and Whilt afterveards. 

ike two Friends who weep at meeting. 

Thc three Wit Vomen, Wit, and Wine. 

Love in a cfttave, and enwy to none, 

The Spe ing of ove, and Ni vett of enjoyment. 

The FHarvett of lite; love, wit, and god dlaret. 

Succc!> to the lover, and juy to the beloved. 

May t. e ſingle be married. and the mairied be happy. 

Mure tiends and no need of them | 

May the man we truit be honeſt, and the land we live 8 
t1CC. 

May we always have a friend, and know his value. 

Dla) hemp brad hum whom hogour can't. 

The two ftrancers at court. [honour ant honetty.) 

Ht alth of boity, peace of mind, a clean {hut, aud a guines 

Tic agrerable tube of lite. 

The land we hve in. 

Life to the man who has courage to loſe it, 3 

And wea't!: to m who has Hit to vit. 

H.altus, hearts, Hoc, and ilaauons. 8 

8 ent | 5 es 


| 
| 


— — — —_ _—_—— 


| 
| 
| 


} 


May wender want cuaraye Men put to a ſhift. 


(1 


Riches to the generous, and power to the merciful, 
May all great Inch be Ge, aid all BOO inen ve GA. 
The man who dates to be honeſt in the wort of times. 


May the honelt heart never Know, itt! ots, 8 
May our life, ſpent in acts of vitue, be Gnifhed by a death 1 
ſealonred with tranquillity, and followed by a memory ful of 
hogour. | { 
May our pleaſant thoughts be gilt with modell expreT on: 2 


The magical mon! \ able. 1 

A yoo wife and ug cat inan of them. 

Mas he that mace the 5 '— | tab (u all. 

May we have in ow ams wht we love ;a cur hearts, 

Succct: to the brave, and fight to fi dated. 

Succets to our cjetiments in Love ene. ; 

Sun- Mine and good humour all the vorld over. 

Perpetual {pring to tie hip youth and love. 

A head to can, and a tt 

The key that lets the man in 41.4 the maid out. 

The grave that burivs the leing, ans cats up the dead. 

May the ffanding man pulb his atrumint with vigour, and the 
falling Koma iu. cevd in het Vu aking, 

Delicate pleats ts wutceptible mine, 

The female arithmetician, v ko wuitiplies by ſubtraction. 

The merriett thought we over thought. 

The cock in cover. | 

The plcature+ of imagination realized. 

The Naked Truth. 


Cupid”s pigot and follct. 4 


Love tur love. 

Love, lire, aud frolick. 

A:l we with, and all we want. 

Love and opportunity. 

$accets to our hopes and enjoyment to our withes, 

Love and friendſhip. 

Health, love, and ready rtino. 

To all the friends whom you and I knove. 5 

May the honett heart never know edisttcte. 

May Realon be our pilot when Patlion blows the gale. 

Heaith to the ſick; honour to the brave; 

Succels to the lover; and ticevom to the ve. 1 

May the V-——| cut the toes off our encmice, that we may 
know them by their limping. 

May we never meet an old friend with a new face, 

May we never loſc a friend or make an enemy, 

May the faves at court be flaves in America, 


' 


„„ „ 
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An importation of eur fiende, duty ſree; and an exportation 
G nem < wiliGut a 074 v- back. 
The „pm Irefint z its enemies the firſt. - 
May velic, oe. and be han, and onr enemies know it, 
Mi, io © G&aw our ew tan, and mien Hur cork. ' 
Mz, the love we Ove reh, never injure our neighbour, 
M Tk me to die, ind vie to e. | 
Ma; tt butt of bur pill das be the wortt to come. 
Pievturc< that picuie on ritioghion, 
J he bene Hnan's win. {A £40 well charg <d, and g4mec in | 
View.} | 
Rouch ſtu ie and a merry pornter, | 
Po; e's nition of wit, {Quick conception and eaſy deli- 
vers. 
Mi: pove.ty never onprets us, or riches make us proud, 
Ma. www wceives his friend tall in the hands of his 
ENCAny. 
Mi. to. eme of Ireland never cat the bread thereof. | 
Mav od mn be cmp/ed, pretty giris red, and bad men 3 
41 cet eil. 


— — 
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